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"I have no wife nor children, good or bad, to provide for. 
A mere spectator of other men*s fortunes and adventures, and how 
they play their parts; which, methinks, are diversely presented 
unto me, as from a common theatre or scene. " 

BüRTON, 



dby Google 



TO 

SIR WALTER SCOTT, BART. 
THIS WORK 

IS DEDICATED 

IN TESTIMONY OF THE ADMIRATION AKD AFFECTION 

OF 

THE AUTHOR. 



dby Google 



dby Google 



CONTENTS. 



Page 

The Author*8 Account ofhimsdf ii 

TheVoyage 15 

Roscoe 23 

The Wife 32 

Rip Van Winkle 42 

English Writers on America 65 

Rural Life in England 77 

The broken Heart 86 

The Art of Book-making 93 

A royal Poet 102 

The Country Church 120 

The Widow and her Son 127 

The Boards Head Tavem 136 

The Mutability of Literature 151 

Rural Funerals • 165 

The Inn Kitchen 180 

The Spectre Bridegroom 183 

Westminster Abbey 203 

Christmas • 217 



dby Google 



CONTENTS. 

Page 

Ige Coach 224 

las Eve 233 

tas Day 248 

ristmas Dinner 265 

Iritaia 283 

d-on-Avon 302 

>f Indian Character 326 

)fPokanoket 341 

lU 363 

ide of the Village 378 

»gier 390 

gend of Sleepy HoUow , 402 

' 444 



dby Google 



THE SKETCH BOOK. 



dby Google 



dby Google 



THE 

AUTHOR'S ACCOUNT OF HIMSELF. 



"I am of this mind with Homer, that as the snaile that crept 
out of her shel was tumed eftsoones into a toad, and thereby was 
forced to make a stoole to sit on ; so the traveller that stragleth 
firom his owne comitry is in a short time transformed into so mon- 
stTOus a shape , that he is faine to alter his mansion with his man- 
nen, and to live where he can, not where he would. " 

Lyly's Euphues. 

I WAS always fond of visiting new scenes, and ob- 
serving stränge characters and manners. Even when a 
mere child I began my travels, and made many tours 
of discovery into foreign parts and unknown regions of 
my native dty, to the frequent alarm of my parents, 
and the emolument of the town-crier. As I grew into / 
boyhood, I extended the ränge of my observations. 
My holiday aftemoons were spent in rambles about the 
surrounding_country. I made myself familiär with all 
its places famous in history or fable. I knew every 
spot where a murder or robbery had been committed, 
- or a ghost seen. I visited the neighbouring villages, 
and added greatly to my stock of knowledge, by noting 
their habits and customs, and conversing with their 
sages and great men. I even joumeyed one long 
sammer's day to the summit of the most distant hill. 
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1 2 THE AUTHOR'S ACCOUNT OF HIMSELF. 

J ^from whence I stretched my eye over many a mile of 

/ci«^. di^L terra incognita, and was astonished to find how vast a 
globe I inhabited. 

This rambling propensity strengthened with my 
years. Books of voyages and travels became my pas- 
sion; and, in devouring their contents,.! neglected the 
regulär exercises of the school. How wistfuUy would 
I wander about the pier heads in fine weather, and 
watch the parting ships bound to distant dimes; with 
^what longing eyes would I gaze after their lessening 
rn^/ C^-^c sails, and waft myself in imagination to'SSe ends of 
the earth! 

Farther reading and thinking, though they brought 
t this vague inclination into more reasonable bounds, 
only served to make it more decided. I visited various 
parts of my own country; and had I been merely in- 
fluenced by a love of fine scenery, I should have feit 
little desire to seek elsewhere its gratification; for on 
no country have the charms of nature been more pro- 
^^ ^ ' digally lavished.>CHer mighty lakes, like oceans of 
liquid silver; her mountains, with their bright aörial 
tints; her Valleys, teeming with wild fertility; her 
^ tremendous cataracts, thundering in their solitudes; her 
boundless plains, waving with spontaneous verdure; 
her broad deep rivers, roUing in solemn silence to the 
ocean; her trackless forests, where Vegetation puts forth 
all its magnificence; her skies, kindling with the magic 
of summer clouds and glorious sunshine :— no, never 
need an American look beyond his own country for the 
sublime and beautiful of natural scenery. 

But Europe held forth all the charms of storied 
and poetical association. There were to be seen tliie 
masterpieces of art, the refinements of highly cultivated 
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THE AUTHOR'S ACCOUNT OF HIMSELF. 13 

Society, the quaint pecüliarities of ancient and local \ ( 
custom. My native country was füll of youthful pro- V - 
mise; Europe was rieh in lie accumulated treasures of ^ 
. age. Her very ruins told the history of times gone by, 
and every mouldering stone was a chronicle. I longed 
to wander over the scenes of renowned achievement — 
to tread, as it were, in the footsteps of antiquity — to 
loiter about the ruined Castle — to meditate on the 
falling tower — to escape, in short, from the common- 
place realities of the present, and lose myself among 
the shadowy grandeurs of the past 

I had, besides all this, an eamest desire to see the 
great men of the earth. We have, it is true, our great 
men in America: not a city but has an ample share of 
them. I have mingled among them in my time, and 
been almost withered by the shade into which they 
cast me; for there is nothing so baleful to a small man 
as the shade of a great one, particularly the great man 
of a city. But I was anxious to see the great men of 
Europe; for I had read in the works of various philo- 
sophers, that all animals degenerated in America, and 
man among the number. A great man of Europe, 
thought I, must therefore be as superior to a great man 
of America, as a peak of the Alps to a highland of the 
Hudson; and in this idea I was confirmed by observ- 
ing the comparative importance and swelling magnitude . 
of many English travellers among us, who, I was as- 
sured, were very little people in their own country. I 
will Visit this land of wonders, thought I, and see the 
gigantic race from which I am degenerated. 

It has been either my good or evil lot to have my 
roving passion gratified. I have wandered through dif- 
ferent countries, and witnessed many of the shifting 
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14 tHE AUTHOR's ACCOUNT OF HIMSELF. 

scenes of life. I cannot say that I liave studied them 
with the eye of a philosopher, but rather with the 
sauntering gaze with which humble lovers of the pic- 
turesque stroll from the window of one print-shop to . 
another; caught, sometimes by the delineations of 
beauty, sometimes by the distortions of caricature, and 
sometimes by the loveliness of landscape. As it is the 
fashion for modern tourists to travel pencil in hand, 
and to bring home their portfolios filled with Sketches, 
I am disposed to get up a few for the entertainment 
of my friends. AVhen, however, I look over the hints 
and memorandums I have taken down for the purpose, 
my heart ahnost fails me at finding how my idle humour 
has led me aside from the great objects studied by 
every regulär traveller who would make a book. I fear 
I shall give equal disappointment with an imlucky 
landscape painter, who had travelled on the Continent, 
but following the bent of his vagrant indination, had 
sketched in nooks, and comers, and by-places. His 
sketch-book was accordingly crowded with cottages, 
and landscapes, and obscure ruins: but he had ne* 
glected to paint St Peter's, or the Coliseum; the cas- 
cade of Temi, or the bay of Naples; and had not a 
Single glacier or volcano in his whole coUection, 
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THE VOYAGE. 



"Ships, ships, I will descrie you 
Amidst the main, 
I will come and try you, 
What you are protecting, 
And projecting, 

What*s your end and aim. 
One goes abroad for merchandize and trading, 
Another stays to keep bis country from invading, 
A third is Coming home witb rieh and wealthy lading. 
Hallo! my fancie, whither wilt thou go?" 

Old Poem. 

To an American visiting Europe, the long voyage 
he has to make is an exceHent preparative. The tem- 
porary absence of worldly scenes and employments 
produces a State of mind peculiarly fitted to receive 
new and vivid impressions. The vast Space of waters 
that separates the hemispheres is like a blank page in 
existence. There is no gradual transition by which, 
as in Europe, the features and population of one 
country blend almost imperceptibly with those of an- 
other. From the moment you lose sight of the land 
you have left, all is vacancy, until you Step on the op- 
posite shore, and are laundhed at once into the bustle 
and novelties of another world. 

In travelling by land there is a continuity of scene, 
and a connected succession of persons and incidents, 
that carry on the story of life, and lessen the eflfect of 
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l6 THE VOYAGE. 

absence and Separation. We drag, it is true, "a lengthen- 
ing chain" at each remove of our pügrimage; but the 
chain is nnbroken: we can trace it back link by link; 
and we feel that the last of them still grapples us to 
home. But a wide sea voyage severe us at once. It 
makes us conscious of being cast loose from the secure 
anchorage of settled life, and sent adrift upon a doubt- 
ful World. It interposes a gulf, not merely imaginary, 
but real, between us and ovu: homes — a gulf subject to 
tempest, and fear, and uncettainty, that makes distance 
palpable, and retum precarious. 

Such, at least, was the case with myself. As I saw 
the last blue line of my native land fade away like a 
cloud in the horizon, it seemed as if I had closed one 
volume of the world and its concems, and had time 
for meditation before I opened another. That land, 
too, now vanishing from my view, which contained aU 
that was most dear to me in life; what vicissitudes 
might occur in it! — ^what changes might take place in 
me, before I should visit it again ! Who can teil, when 
he sets forth to wander, whither he may be driven by 
the uncertain currents of existence; or when he may 
retum; or whether it may ever be his lot to re\isit the 
scenes of his childhood? 

I Said that at sea all is vacancy: I should COTrect 
the expression. To one given to day-dreaming, and 
fond of losing himself in reveries, a sea voyage is füll 
of subjects for meditation; but then they are the won- 
dere of the deep, and of the air, and rather tend to 
abstract the mind from worldly themes. I delighted 
to loU over the quarter railing, or dimb to the main- 
top, of a calm day, and muse for houre together on 
the tranquil bosom of a simuner's sea; to gaze upon 
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the piles of golden douds just peering above the 
horizon, fanqr them some fairy realms, and people 
them with a creation of my own; — ^to watch the gentle 
undulating billows, roUing their silver volumes, as if 
to die away on those happy shores. 

There was a delicious Sensation of mingled security 
and awe with which I looked down, from my giddy 
height, on the monsters of the deep at their uncouth 
gambols. Shoals of porpoises tumbling about the bow 
of the ship; the grampus slowly heaving his huge form 
above the surface; or the ravenous shark, darting, like a 
spectre, through the blue waters. My imagination would 
conjure up all that I had heard or read of the watery world 
beneath me; of the finny herds that roam its fathom- 
less Valleys; of the shapeless monsters that lurk among 
the very foundations of the earth; and of those wild 
phantasms that swell the tales of fishermen and sailors. 

Sometimes a distant sail, gliding along the edge of 
the ocean, would be another theme of idle speculation. 
How interesting this fragment of a world, hastening to 
rejoin the great mass of existence! What a glorious 
monument of human invention; thathas thus triumphed 
over wind and wave; has brought the ends of the world 
into communion; has established an interchange of 
blessings, pouring into the sterile regions of the north 
all the luxuries of the south; has difFused the light of 
knowledge, and the charities of cultivated life! and 
has thus bound together those scattered portions of 
the human race, between which nature seemed to have 
thrown an insurmountable barrier. 

We one day descried some shapeless object drift- 
ing at a distance. At sea, every thing that breaks the 
monotony of the surrounding expanse, attracts attention. 

The Sketch Book, 2 
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l8 THE VOYAGE. 

It proved to be the mast of a ship that must have 
been completely wreckedj for there were the remains 
of handkerchiefs, by which some of the crew had fast- 
ened themselves to this spar, to prevent their being 
washed off by the waves. There was no trace by 
which the name of the ship could be ascertained. The 
wreck had evidently drifted about for many months; 
Clusters of shell-fish had fastened about it, and long 
sea-weeds flaunted at its sides. But where, thought I, 
is the crew? Their struggle has long been over — they 
have gone down amidst the roar of the tempest — their 
bones lie whitening among the cavems of the deep. 
Silence, oblivion, like the waves, have dosed over 
them, and no one can teil the story of their end. What 
sighs have been wafted after that ship; what prayers 
ofFered up at the deserted fire-side of home ! How 
often has the mistress, the wife, the mother, pored over 
the daily news, to catch some casual intelligen<?e of 
this rover of the deep! How has expectation darkened 
into anxiety — anxiety into dread — and dread into 
despair! Alas! not one mem^nto shall ever retum for 
love to cherish. All that shall ever be known is, that 
she sailed from her port, " and was never heard of more ! " 
The sight of this wreck, as usual, gave rise to many 
dismal anecdotes. This was particularly the case in the 
evening, when the weather, which had hitherto been 
fair, began to look wild and threatening, and gave in- 
dications of one of those sudden storms that wül some- 
times break in upon the serenity of a summer voyage. 
As we sat round the dull light of a lamp, in the cabin, 
that made the gloom more ghastly, every one had his 
tale of shipwreck and disaster. I was particularly Struck 
with a Short one rdated by the captain, 
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''As I was once sailing," said hc, "in a fine stout 
ship, across tbe banks of Newfoundland, one of those 
heavy fogs that prevail in those parts rendered it im- 
possible for us to see far ahead, even in the day-time; 
but at night the weather was so thick that we could 
not distinguish any object at twice the length of the 
ship. I kept lights at the mast-head, and a constant 
watch forward to look out for fishing-smacks, which are 
accustomed to lie at anchor on the banks. The wind 
was blowing a smacking breeze, and we were going at 
a great rate through the water. Suddenly the watch 
gave the alarm of *a sail ahead!' — it was scarcely ut- 
tered before we were upon her. She was a small schooner, 
at anchor, with her broadside towards us. The crew 
were all asleep, and had neglected to hoist a light We 
Struck her just a-midships. The force, the size, and 
weight of our vessel bore her down below the waves; 
we passed over her, and were hiuried on our course. As 
the crashing wreck was sinking beneath us, I had a 
glimpse of two or three half-naked wretches rushing 
from her cabin; they just started from their beds to be 
swallowed shrieking by the waves. I heard their drown- 
ing cry mingling with the wind. The blast that bore 
it to our ears swept us out of all farther hearing. I 
shall never forget that cry! It was some time before 
we could put the ship about, she was under such head- 
way. We retumed, as nearly as we could guess, to 
the place where the smack had anchored. We cruised 
about for several hours in the dense fog. We fired 
Signal guns, and listened if we might hear the halloo 
of any survivors: but all was silent — we never saw or 
heard any thing of them more!" 

I confess these stories, for a time, put an end to all 
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my fine fancies. The storm increased with the night 
The sea was lashed into tremendous confusion. There 
was a fearful, suUen sound of rushing waves, and broken 
surges. Deep called unto deep. At times the black 
volume of clouds over head seemed rent asunder by 
flashes of lightning that quivered along the foaming 
billows, and made the succeeding darkness doubly ter- 
rible. The thunders bellowed over the wild waste of 
waters, and were echoed and prolonged by the moun- 
tain waves. As I saw the ship staggering and plunging 
among these roaring cavems, it seemed miraculous that 
she regained her balance, or preserved her buoyancy. 
Her yards would dip into the water: her bow was al- 
most buried beneath the waves. Sometimes an impend- 
ing surge appeared ready to overwhelm her, and no- 
thing but a dexterous movement of the heim preserved 
her from the shock. 

When I retired to my cabin, the awful scene still 
foUowed me. The whistling of the wind through the 
rigging sounded like funereal wailings. The creaking 
of the masts, the straining and groaning of bulk-heads, 
as the ship laboured in the weitering sea, were fright- 
ful. As I heard the waves rushing along the side of 
the ship, and roaring in my very ear, it seemed as if 
Death were raging round this floating prison, seeking 
for his prey: the mere starting of a nail, the yawning 
of a seam, might give him entrance. 

A fine day, however, with a tranquil sea and favour- 
ing breeze, soon put all these dismal reflections to flight 
It is impossible to resist the gladdening influenae of 
fine weather and fair wind at sea. When the ship is 
decked out in all her canvas, every sail swelled, and 
careering gaily over the curling waves, how lofty, how 
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gallant she appears! how she seems to lord it over the 
deep! I miglit fill a volume with the reveries of a sea 
voyage, for with me it is almost a continual reverie — 
but it is time to get to shore» 

It was a fine sunny moming when the thrilling cry 
of "Land!" was given from the mast-head. None but 
those who have experienced it can form an idea of 
the delicious throng of sensations which nish into an 
American's bosom, when he first comes in sight of 
Europe. There is a volume of associations with the 
very name. It is the land of promise, teeming with 
everything of which his childhood has heard, or on 
which his studious years have pondered. 

From that time until the moment of arrival, it was 
all feverish excitement. The ships of war, that prowled 
like guardian giants along the coasts; the headlands of 
Ireland, stretching out into the Channel; the Welsh 
mountains, towering into the clouds; all were objects 
of intense interest As we sailed up the Mersey, I re- 
connoitred the shores with a telescope. My eye dwelt 
with delight on neat cottages^ with their trim shrub- 
beries and green grass-plots. I saw the mouldering 
ruin of an abbey overrun with ivy, and the taper spire 
of a village church rising from the brow of a neigh- 
bouring hül; — all were characteristic of England. 

The tide and wind were so favourable, that the 
ship was enabled to come at once to the pier. It was 
thronged with people; some idle lookers-on, others 
eager expectants of firiends or relatives. I could dis- 
tinguish the merchant to whom the ship was consigned. 
I knew him by his x:alculating brow and restless air. 
His hands were thrust into his pockets; he was whist- 
ling thoughtfully, and Walking to and fro, a small space 
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having been acc(»*ded him by the crowd, in deference 
to bis temporary importance. Tbere werc repeated 
cheerings and salutations interchanged between the 
shore and the ship, as friends happened to recognise 
each other. I particularly noticed one young woman 
of hnmble dress, but interesting demeanour. She was 
leaning forward from among the crowd; her eye hur- 
ried over the ship as it neared the shore, to catch 
some wished-for countenance. She seemed disappointed 
and agitated; when I heard a faint voice call her name. 
— It was from a poor sailor who had been ill all the 
voyage, and had excited the sympathy of every one on 
board. When the weather was fine, his messmates had 
spread a mattress for him on deck in the shade, but 
of late his illness had so increased, that he had taken 
to his hammock, and only breathed a wish that he 
might see his wife before he died. He had been helped 
on deck as we came up the river, and was now lean- 
ing against the shrouds, with a countenance so wasted, 
so pale, so ghastly, that it was no wcMider even the eye 
of affection did not recognise him. But at the sound 
of his voice, her eye darted on his features; it read, at 
once, a whole volume of sorrow; she dasped her hands, 
uttered a faint shriek, and stood wringing them in 
silent agony. 

All now was hurry and bustle. The meetings of 
acquaintances — ^the greetings of friends — ^the consulta- 
tions of men of business. I alone was solitary and 
idle. I had no friend to meet, no cheering to receive, 
I stepped upon the land of my forefathers — ^but feit 
that I was a stranger in the land. 
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" — In the Service of mankind to be 
A guardian god below; still to employ 
The mind's brave ardour in heroic aims, 
Such as may raise us o'er the grovelling herd, 
And make us shine for ever — that is life." 
Thomson. 

One of the first places to which a stranger is taken 
in Liverpool, is the Athenaeum. It is established on a 
liberal and judicious plan; contains a good library, 
and spacious reading-room, and is the great literary 
resort of the place. Go there at what hour you may, 
you are sure to find it fiUed with grave-looking per- 
sonages, deeply absorbed in the study of newspapers. 

As I was once visiting this haunt of the leamed, 
my attention was attracted to a person just entering 
the room. He was advanced in life, tall, and of a form 
that might once have been commanding, but it was a 
little bowed by time — perhaps by care. He had a 
noble Roman style of countenance; a head that would 
have pleased a painter; and though some slight furrows 
on his brow showed that wasting thought had been 
busy there, yet his eye still beamed with the fire of a 
poetic soul. There was something in his whole ap- 
pearance that indicated a being of a difFerent order 
from the bustling race aroimd him. 

I inquired his name, and was infonned that it was 
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RoscoE. I drew back with an involuntary feeling of 
veneration. This, then, was an author of celebrity; 
this was one of those men, whose voices have gone 
forth to the ends of the earth; with whose minds I 
had communed even in the solitudes of America. Ac- 
customed, as we are in our country, to know European 
writers only by their works, we cannot conceive of 
them, as of other men, engrossed by trivial or sordid 
pursuits, and jostling with the crowd of common minds 
in the dusty paths of life. They pass before our imagina- 
tions like superior beings, radiant with the emanations 
of their own genius, and surrounded by a halo of 
literary glory. 

To fttid,therefore,the elegant historian of theMedici 
mingling among the busy sons of trafific, at first shocked 
my poetical ideas; but it is from the very circumstances 
and Situation in which he has been placed, that Roscoe 
derives his highest claims to admiration. It is interesting 
to notice how some minds seem almost to create them- 
selves; springing up under every disadvantage, and 
working their solitary but irresistible way through a 
thousand obstacles. Nature seems to delight in dis- 
appointing the assiduities of art, with which it would 
rear legitimate dulness to maturity; and to glory in 
the vigour and luxuriance of her chance productions. 
She scatters the seeds of genius to the winds, and 
though some may perish among the stony places of 
the World, and some be choked by the thoms and 
brambles of early adversity, yet others will now and 
then strike root even in the clefts of the rock, struggle 
bravely up into sunshine, and spread over their sterile 
birth-place all the beauties of Vegetation. 

Such has been the case with Roscoe. Born in a 
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place apparently ungenial to the growth of literaiy 
talent; in the very market-place of trade; without for- 
tune, family connections, or patronage; self-prompted, 
self-sustained, and almost self-taught, he has conquered 
every obstacle, achieved his way to eminence, aiid, 
having become one of the Ornaments of the nation, 
has tumed the whole force ctf his talents and influence 
to advance and embellish his native town. 

Indeed, it is this last trait in his character which 
has given him the greatest interest in my eyes, and 
induced me particularly to point him out to my country- 
men. Eminent as are his literary merits, he is but 
one among the many distinguished authors of this in- 
tellectual nation. They, however, in general, live but 
for their own fame, or their own pleasures. Their 
private history presents no lesson to the world, or, per- 
haps, a humiliating one of human firailty and incon- 
sistenqr. At best, they are prone to steal away from 
the bustle and commonplace of busy existence; to in- 
dulge in the selfishness of lettered ease; and to revel 
in scenes of mental, but exdusive, enjoyment 

Roscoe, on the contrary, has claimed none of the 
accorded Privileges of talent He has shut himself up 
in no garden of thought, nor elysium of fancy; but 
has gone forth into the highways and thoroughfares 
of life; he has planted bowers by the way-side, for the 
refreshment of the pilgrim and Üie sojoumer, and has 
opened pure fountains, where the labouring man may 
tum aside from the dust and heat of the day, and 
drink of the living streams of knowledge. There is a 
"daily beauty in his life," on which mankind may 
meditate and grow better. It exhibits no lofty and 
almost useless, because inimitable, example of excel- 
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lence; but presents a picture of active, yet simple and 
imitable virtues, which are within every man's reach, 
but which not many exercise, or this world would be 
a paradise. 

But his private life is peculiarly worthy the attention 
of the Citizens of our young and busy country, where 
literature and the elegant arts must grow up side by 
side with the coarser plants of daily necessity; and 
must depend for their culture, not on the exclusive 
devotion of time and wealth; nor the quickening rays 
of titled patronage; but on hours and seasons snatched 
from the pursuit of worldly interests by intelligent and 
public-spirited individuals. 

He has shown how much may be done for a place 
in hours of leisure by one master spirit, and how com- 
pletely it can give its own impress to surrounding ob- 
jects. Like his own Lorenzo de Medici, on whom he 
seems to have fixed his eye as on a pure model of 
antiquity, he has interwoven the history of his life with 
the history of his native town, and has made the founda- 
tions of its fame the monuments of his virtues. Where- 
ever you go in Liverpool, you perceive traces of his 
footsteps in all that is elegant and liberal. He found 
the tide of wealth flowing merely in the Channels of 
traffic; he has diverted from it invigorating rills to 
refresh the gardens of literature. By his own example 
and constant exertions, he has effected that union of 
commerce and the intellectual pursuits, so eloquently 
recommended in one of his latest writings;* and has 
practically proved how beautifuUy they may be brought 
to harmonize with, and to benefit each other. The 
noble institutions for literaiy and scientific purposes, 
* Address on the opening of the Liverpool Institution. 
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which reflcct such credit on Liverpool, and are giving 
such an impulse to the public mind, have mostly been 
originated, and have all been effectually promoted, by 
Roscoe; and when we consider the rapidly increasing 
opvdence and magnitude of that town, which promises 
to vie in conunercial importance with the metropolis; 
it will be perceived that, in awakening an ambition oif 
mental improvement among its inhabitants, he has 
effected a great benefit to the cause of British literature. 

In America, we know Roscoe only as the author — 
in Liverpool he is spoken of as the banker; and I was 
told of his having been unfortunate in business. I 
could not pity him, as I heard some rieh men do. I 
considered him far above the reach of my pity. Those 
who live only for the world, and in the world, may be 
cast down by the frowns of adversity: but a man like 
Roscoe is not to be overcome by the mutations of for- 
tune. They do but drive him in upon the resources 
of his own mind; to the superior society of his own 
thoughts; which the best of men are apt sometimes to 
neglect, and to roam abroad in search of less worthy 
assodates. He is independent of the world around 
him. He lives with antiquity and with posterity; with 
antiquity, in the sweet commimion of studious retire- 
ment; and with posterity, in the generous aspirings 
after future renown. The solitude of such a mind is 
its State of highest enjoyment It is then visited by 
those elevated meditations which are the proper aliment 
of noble souls, and are like manna sent from heaven, 
in the wildemess of this world. 

While my feelings were yet alive on the subject, it 
was my fortune to light on further traces of Roscoe. 
I was riding out with a gentleman, to view the environs 
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of Liverpool, when he tumed ofF, through a gate, into 
some omamented grounds. After riding a short dis- 
tance, we came to a spacious mansion of freestone, 
built in the Grecian style. It was not in the purest 
taste, yet it had an air of elegance, and the Situation 
was delightftil. A fine lawn sloped away from it, 
studded with dumps of trees, so disposed as to break 
a soft fertile country into a variety of landscapes. The 
Mersey was seen winding, a broad quiet sheet of water, 
through an expanse of green meadow land; while the 
Welsh mountains, blending with clouds and melting 
into distance, bordered the horizon. 

This was Roscoe's favourite residence during the 
days of his prosperity. It had been the seat of elegant 
hospitality and literary retirement. The house was now 
silent and deserted. I saw the Windows of the study, 
which looked out upon the soft scenery I have men- 
tioned. The Windows were closed — the library was 
gone. Two or three ill-favoured beings were loitering 
about the place, whom my fancy pictured into re- 
tainers of the law. It was like visiting some classic 
fountain that had once welled its pure waters in a 
sacred shade, but finding it dry and dusty, with the 
lizard and the toad brooding over the shattered marbles. 

I inquired after the fate of Roscoe's library, which 
had consisted of scarce and foreign books, from many 
of which he had drawn the materials for his Italian 
histories. It had passed under the hammer of the 
auctioneer, and was dispersed about the country. The 
good people of the vicinity thronged like wreckers to 
get some part of the noble vessel that had been driven 
on shöre. Did such a scene admit of ludicrous as- 
sociations, we might imagine something whimsical in 
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.this^ Strange irruption into the regions of leaming — 
pigmies rummaging the armoury of a giant, and con- 
tending for the possession of weapons which they covdd 
not wield! We might picture to ourselves some knot 
of speculators, debating with calculating brow over the 
quaint binding and illuminated margin of an obsolete 
author; of the air of intense, but baffled sagacity with 
which some successful purchaser attempted to dive into 
the black-letter bargain he had secured. 

It is a beautiful incident in the story of Roscoe's 
misfortunes, and one which cannot fail to interest the 
studious mind, that the parting with his books seems 
to have touched upon his tenderest feelings, and to 
have been the only circumstance that could provoke 
the notice of his muse. The scholar alone knows how 
dear these silent, yet eloquent, companions of pure 
thougths and innpcent hours become in the season of 
adversity. When all that is worldly tums to dross 
around us, these only retain their steady value. When 
friends grow cold, and the converse of intimates lan- 
guishes into vapid civility and common-place, these 
only continue the unaltered countenance of happier 
days, and cheer us with that true friendship which 
never deceived hope, nor deserted sorrow. 

I do not wish to censure; but, surely, if the people 
of Liverpool had been properly sensible of what was 
due to Roscoe and to themselves, his libraiy would never 
have been sold. Good worldly reasons may, doubtless, 
be given for the circumstance, which it would be dif- 
ficult to combat with others that might seem merely 
fancifiil; but it certainly appears to me such an op- 
portunity as seldom occurs, of cheering a noble mind 
struggling under misfortunes, by one of the most deli- 
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cate, but most expressive tokens of public S3n[npathy, 
It is difficult, however, to estimate a man of genius 
properly, who is daily before our eyes. He becomes 
mingled and confounded with other men. His great 
qualities lose their novelty, and we become too familiär 
with the common materials whidi form the basis even 
of the loftiest character. Some of Roscoe's townsmen 
may regard him merely as a man of business; others, 
as a politician; all find him engaged like themselves 
in ordinary occupations, and snrpassed, perhaps, by 
themselves, on some points of worldly wisdom. Even 
that amiable and unostentatious simplicity of character, 
which gives the nameless grace to real excellence, may 
cause him to be undervalued by some coarse minds, 
who do not know that true worth is always void of 
glare and pretension. But the man of letters who 
speaks of Liverpool, speaks of it as the residence of 
Roscoe. — The intelligent traveller who visits it, in- 
quiries where Roscoe is to be seen. — He is the literary 
landmark of the place, indicating its existence to the 
distant scholar. — ^He Stands like Pompey's column at 
Alexandria, towering alone in classic dignity. 



The foUowing sonnet, addressed by Mr. Roscoe to 
his books on parting with them, is alluded to in the 
preceding article. If anything can add eflfect to the 
pure feeling and elevated thought here displayed, it is 
the conviction that the whole is no effusion of fancy, 
but a faithful transcript from the writer's heart: — 



dby Google 



ItOSCOE. JI 



TO MY BOOKS. 

As one, who destined from his friends to part, 
R^[rets bis loss, but hopes again erewhile 
To share thdr converse and enjoy thdr smile, 

And tempers, as he may, affliction^s dart; 

Thus, loved associates, cbiefs of eider art, 

Teachers of wisdom, who could once b^uile 
My tedious hours, and lighten every toil, 

I now resign you; nor with faüiting heart; 

For pass a few short years, or days, or hours, 
And happier seasons may their dawn uniföld, 
And all your sacred fellowship restore; 
Whcn, freed from earth, unlimited its powers, 
Mind shall with mind direct communion hold, 
And kindred spirits meet to part no more. 
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**The treasures of the deep are not so precious 
As are the conceard comforts of a man 
Lock'd up in woman's love. I scent the air 
Of blessings, when I come but near the house. 
What a delicious breath marriage sends forth . . . 
The violet bed's not sweeter." Middleton. 

I HAVE often had occasion to remark the fortitude 
with which women sustain the most overwhelming re- 
verses of fortune. Those dis^isters which break down 
the spirit of a man, and prostrate him in the dust, 
seem to call forth all the energies of the softer sex, 
and give such intrepidity and elevation to their cha- 
racter, that at times it approaches to sublimity. No- 
thing can be more touching than to behold a soft and 
tender female, who had been all weakness and de- 
pendence, and alive to every trivial roughness, while 
treading the prosperous paths of life, suddenly rising 
in mental force, to be the comforter and supporter of 
her husband imder misfortime, and abiding, with un- 
shrinking firmness, the bitterest blasts of adversity. 

As the vine, which has long twined its graceftil 
foliage about the oak, and been lifted by it into sun- 
shine, will, when the hardy plant is rifted by the 
thimderbolt, ding round it with its caressing tendrils, 
and bind up its shattered boughs; so is it beautiftdly 
ordered by trovidence, that woman, who is the mere 
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dependant and omament of man in his happier hoin^, 
should be his stay and solace when smitten with sudden 
calamity; winding herseif into the rugged recesses of 
his nature, tenderly supporting the drooping head, and 
binding up the broken heart 

I was once congratulating a friend, who had around 
him a blooming family, knit together in the strengest 
affection. "I can wish you no better lot," said he, 
with enthusiasm, "than to have a wife and children. — 
If you are prosperous, there they are to share your 
prosperity; if otherwise, there they are to comfort jrou." 
And, indeed, I have observed that a married man 
falling into misfortune, is more apt to retrieve his 
Situation in the world than a Single one; partly be- 
cause he is more stimulated to exertion by the neceä- 
sities of the helpless and beloved beings who depend 
upcMi him for subsistence; but chiefly because his spirits 
are soothed and relieved by domestic endearmentiS, 
and his self-respect kept alive by finding, that though 
all abroad is darkness and humiliation, yet there is 
still a little world of love at home, of which he is the 
mcmarch. Whereas a single man is apt to run to 
waste and self-neglect; to fancy himself lonely and 
abandoned, and his heart to fall to ruin like some de- 
serted mansion, for want of an inhabitant 

These observations call to mind a little domestic 
Story, of which I was once a witness. My intimate 
friend, Leslie, had married a beautiful and accom- 
plished girl, who had been brought up in the midst of 
fashionable life. She had, it is true, no fortune, but 
that of my friend was ample; and he delighted in the 
anticipation of indulging her in every elegant pursuit, 
and administering to those delicate tastes and fancies 
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that spread a kind of witchery about th« sex. — "Her 
life," Said he, "sball bö like a fairy t^e." 

The very difference in their characters produced 
an hannonious combiaation: he was of a romautic 
and somewhat serious cast; die was all life and glad- 
ness. I have often noticed the mute fapture with 
which he would gaze upon her in compiuiy, of which 
her sprightly powers made her the 4elight; and how, 
in the midst of applause, her eye would still tum to 
him, as if there alone she sought favour and acceptance. 
Wben leanii^ on his arm, her slender form OÄtrasted 
fimely with bis tall manly person. The fond confiding 
air with which she looked up to him, seemed to call 
forth a flash of triumphant pride and cberishing te^der- 
ness, as if he doted on his lovely burthen fot its very 
helplessness. Never did a couple set forward on the 
flowery path of early and well-suited marriage with a 
fairer prospect of fclicity. 

It was the fate of my friend, howeyer, to have em- 
barked his fortune in large speculations; and he had 
not been maxried mauy month% when, by a succession 
of sudden disasters, it was swept from him, and he 
found himself reduced aimost to penury. For a tüne 
he k^ his Situation to himself and went about with 
a haggard countenance, and a breaking heart. His 
life was but a protracted agony; and what rendered it 
more insupportable was the necessity of keeping up a 
smile in the presence of his hyife: for he could not 
bring himself to overwhdm her with the news. She 
saw, however, with the quick qres of afifection, that all 
was not well with hm She marked his altered looks 
and stifled sighs, and was not to be deceived by his 
sickly and vapid attempts at cheerfulness. She tasked 
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all her sprightly powers and tender blandishments to 
wm Jiim back to happiness; but she only drove the 
aixow deeper into bis soul. The more he saw cause 
to love her, the more tortii^ing was the thought that 
he was soon to make her wretchpd. A little while, 
thpught h^ and the smile will va^i^ fropx that cheek 
— the song vill die aw^y from those lip§ — the lustre 
of those eyes will be quenched with sorrow; and the 
happy heart, which mm beats lightly in that bosom, 
will be weighed 4owp, like ipii^e, by the cares and 
miseries of the world. 

At kngth he came to me one day, and related his 
whole sdtviation jpi a tone of the deepest de^air. When 
I had heard Jiin;i jthrovgh, I inqjjired, "Does your wife 
kuow all this?" — At the question he burst into a^ 
agony of tears. "For God's sake!" cried he, "if you 
have any pity on me, don't mentio^ xßy wife; it is the 
thought ^of her that drives me almost to madness!" 

"And why not?" said L "She must kjaow it sooner 
or later: you cannot keep it long from her, and the 
intelligence may break upon her in a more startling 
manner, than if impaxted by yourself; for the accents 
of those we love soften the harshest tidings. Besides, 
yoi4 are depriving yourself of the comforts of her sym- 
pathy; ^jid not merely that, but also endangering the 
onlybond that can keep hearts together — an unreserved 
conununity of thought and feeling. She will soon per- 
ceive that somethiAg is secretly preying upon your 
mind; and true love wül not brook reserve: it feels 
imderyalued and outraged, when even the sorrows of 
those it loves are concealed from it." 

"Oh, but, my friend! to think what a blow I am 
to give to all her future prospects — how I am to strike 
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her very soul to the earth, by telling her that her hus- 
band is a beggarl that she is to forego all the elegandes 
of life — all the pleasures of sodety — to shrink with me 
into indigence and obscurity! To teil her that I have 
dragged her down from the sphere in whidi she might 
have continued to move in constant brightness — the 
light of every eye — the admiration of every heart! — 
How can she bear poverty? She has been brought up 
in all the refinements of opulence — how can she bear 
neglect? She has been the idol of sodety. Oh, it 
will break her heart — it will break her heart!" 

I saw his grief was eloquent, and I let it have its 
flow; for sorrow relieves itself by words. When his 
paroxy^m had subsided, and he had relapsed into 
moody silence, I resumed the subject gently, and urged 
him to break his Situation at once to his wife. He 
shook his head moumfully, but positively. 

"But how are you keep it jfrom her? It is neces- 
sary she should know it, that you may take the Steps 
proper to the alteration of your circumstances. You 
must change your style of living — nay," observing a 
pang to pass across his countenance, "don't let that 
afflict you. I am sure you have never placed your 
happiness in outward show — you have yet friends, warm 
friends, who will not think the worse of you for being 
less splendidly lodged; and surely it does not require a 
palace to be happy with Mary — " 

"I could be happy with her," cried he, cöhivulsively, 
"in a hovel! I could go down with her into poverty 
and the dust! — ^I could--I could — God bless her! — 
God bless her!" cried he, bmrsting into a transport of 
grief and tendemess. 

"And believe me, my friend," said I, stepping up 
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and grasping him warmly by the band, — ^^believe me 
she can be the same wiÄ you. Ay, more: it will be 
a source of pride and triumph to her — it will call 
forth all the latent energies and fervent sympathies of 
her nature; for she will rejoice to prove that she loves 
you for yourself. There is in every true woman's 
heart a spaxk of heavenly fire, which lies dormant in 
the broad daylight of prosperity; but which kindles up 
and beams and blazes in the dark hour of adversity. 
No man knows what the wife of his bosom is — no 
man knows what a ministering angel she is — until he 
has gone with her through the fiery trials of this world." 

There was something in the eamestness of my 
manner and the figurative style of my language, that 
caught the excited imagination of Leslie. I knew the 
auditor I had to deal with; and foUowing up the im- 
pression I had made, I finished by persuading him to go 
home and imburden his sad heart to his wife. 

I must confess, notwithstanding all I had said, I 
feit some littie solicitude for the result. Who can 
calculate on the fortitude of one whose whole life has 
been a round of pleasures? Her gay spirits might 
revolt at the dark downward path of low humility sud- 
denly pointed out before her, and might cling to the 
simny regions in which they had hitherto revelled. Be- 
sideSy ruin in fashionable life is accompanied by so 
many galling mortifications, to which, in other ranks, it 
is a stranger. In short, I could not meet Leslie the 
next moming without trepidation. He had made the 
disclosure. 

"And how did she bear it?" 

"Like an angel! It seemed rather to be a relief 
to her mind, for she threw her arms round my neck, 
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and asked if this was all that had lately made me un- 
happy. But, poor girl," added he, "she cannot realize 
the change we must undergo. She has no idea of 
poverty but in the abstract; she has only read of it in 
poetry, where it is allied to love. She feels as yet no 
privation: she suffers no loss of accustomed conveniencies 
nor elegancies. When we tome practically to ex- 
perience its sordid cares, its paltiy wants, its petty 
humiliations — ^then will be the real trial." 

"But," said I, "now that you have got over the 
severest task, that of breaking it to her, the sooner you 
let the wotld into the secret the better. The disclosure 
may be mortifying: but then it is a Single misery, and 
soon over: whereas you otherwise suflfer it, in anticipa- 
tion, every hour in the day. It is not poverty so much 
as pretence, that harasses a niined man — the struggle 
between a proud mind and an cmpty purse — ^the keep- 
ing up a hoUow show that must soon come to an end. 
Have the courage to appear poor, and you disarm 
poverty of its sharpest sting." On this point I found 
Leslie perfectly prepared. He had no false pride him- 
self; and as to his wife, she was only anxious to con- 
form to their altered fortunes. 

Some days afterwards he called upon me in the 
evening. He had disposed of his dwelling-house, and 
taken a small cottage in the coimtry, a few miles from 
town. He had been busied all day in sending out 
fumiture. The new establishment required few articles, 
and those of the simplest kind. All the splendid fumi- 
ture of his late residence had been sold, excepting his 
wife's harp. That, he said, was too closely associated 
with the idea of herseif: it belonged to the littie story 
of their loves; for some of the sweetest moments of 
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theiT coürtship were those when he had leaned over 
that instrument, and listened to the melting tones of 
her voice. I could not but smile at this instance of 
romantic gallantry in a doting husband. 

He was now going out to the cottage, where his 
wife had been all day superintending its arrangement 
My feelings had become strongly interested in the pro- 
gress of this family story; and, as it was a fine even- 
ing, I offered to accompany him. 

He was wearied with the fatigues of the day, and, 
as we walked out, feil into a fit of gloomy musing. 

"Poor Maiy!" at length broke, with a heavy sigh, 
from his lips. 

"And what of her?" asked I, "has anything hap- 
pened to her?" 

"What!" Said he, darting an impatient glance, "is 
it nothing to be reduced to this paltry Situation — ^to be 
caged in a miserable cottage — to be obliged to toil almost 
in the menial concems of her wretched habitation?* 

"Has she then repined at the change?" 

"Repinedl she has been nothing but sweetness and 
good-humour. Indeed, she seems in better spirits than 
I have ever known her. She has been to me all love, 
and tendemess, and comfort!" 

"Admirable girl!" exclaimed L "You call yoinrself 
poor, my fhend; you never were so rieh — you never 
knew the boundless treasinres of excellence you pos- 
sessed in that woman." 

"Oh! but, my friend, if this first meeting at the 
cottage were ovcr, Ithink I could then be comfortable. 
But this is her first day of real experience: she has 
been introduced into a hiunble dwelling — she has been 
employed all day in arranging its miserable equipments 
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— she has, for the first time, known the fatigues of 
domestic employment — she has, for the first time, looked 
round her on a home destitute of everything elegant, 
— almost of everything convenient; and may now be 
sitting down, exhausted and spiritless, brooding over a 
prospect of future poverty." 

There was a degree of probability in this picture 
that I cx>uld not gainsay, so we walked on in silence. 

After turning from the main road up a narrow lane, 
so thickly shaded with forest trees as to give it a com- 
plete air of sedusion, we came in sight of the cottage. 
It was humble enough in its appearance for the most 
pastoral poet; and yet it had a pleasing rural look. A 
wild vine had ovemin one end with a profusicMi of 
foliage: a few trees threw their branches gracefully over 
it; and I observed several pots of flowers tastefully dis- 
posed about the door, and on the grass-plot in front A 
small wicket gate opened upon a foolpath that wound 
through some shrubbery lo the door. Just as we ap- 
proached, we heard the sound of music — Leslie grasped 
my arm; we paused and listened. It was Mary's voice 
singing, in a style of the most touching sinjplicity, a 
little air of which her husband was peculiarly fond. 

I feit Leslie's hand tremble on my arm. He stepped 
forward to hear more distinctly. His Step »ade a noise 
on the gravel walL A bright beautiful face glanced 
out at the window and vanished — a light footstep was 
heard — and Mary came tripping forth to meet us: she 
was in a pretty rural dress of white: a few wild-flowers 
were twisted in her fine hair; a fi-esb bloom was on 
her cheek; her whole countenance beamed with smiles 
— I had never seen her look so lovel/^. 

"My dear George," cried she, "I am so .^lad you 
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are come! I have been watching and watching for you; 
and running down the lane, and looking out for you. 
Fve set out a table under a beautiful tree behind the 
cottage; and I have been gathering some of the most 
delicious strawberries, for I know you are fond of them 
— and we have such excellent cream — and everything 
is so sweet and still here. — Oh," said she, putting her 
arm within his, and looking up brightly in his face, — 
"Oh, we shall be so happy!" 

Poor Leslie was overcome. He caught her to his 
bosom — he folded his arms round her — he kissed her 
again and again— he could not speak, but the tears 
gushed into his eyes; and he has often assured me that 
though the world has since gone prosperously with him, 
and his life has, indeed, been a happy one, yet never has 
he experienced a moment of such unutterable felicity. 
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RIP VAN WINKLE. 

A POSTHUMOUS WRITING 
OF 

DIEDRICH KNICKERBOCKER. 



[The foUowing Tale was found among the papers of the late 
Diedricli Knickerbocker, an old gentleman of New York, who was 
very curious in the Datch history of the province, and the manners 
of the descendants from its primitive settlers. His historical re- 
searches, however, did not lie so much among books, as among 
men; for the former are lamentably scanty on his favourite topics; 
whereas he found the old burghers, and still more tlieir wives, rieh 
in that legendary lore, so invaluable to true history. Whenever, 
therefore, he chanced to find a genuine Dutch family, snugly shut 
up in its low-roofed farm-house, under a spreading sycamore, he 
looked upon it as a little clasped volume of black-letter, and studied 
it with the zeal of a book-worm. 

The result of all these researches was a history of the province, 
during the reign of the Dutch govemors, which he published some 
years since. There have been various opinions as to the literary 
character of his work, and, to teil the private truth, it is not a whit 
better than it should be. Its chief merit is its scrupulous accuracy, 
which indeed was a little questioned on its first appearance, but has 
since been completely established: and it is now admitted into all 
historical collections, as a book of tmquestionable authority. 

The old gentleman died shortly after the publication of his 
work; and now that he is dead and gone, it cannot do much härm 
to his memory to say, that his time might have been much better 
employed in weightier labours. • He was apt, however, to ride his 
hobby his own way; and though it did now and then kick up the 
dust a little in the eyes of his neighbours, and grieve the spirit of 
some friends, for whom he feit the truest deference and affection, 
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yet his errors and follies are remembered '^more in sorrow than in 
anger," and it begins to be suspected, that he never intended to in- 
juTe or offend. But however his memory may be appreciated by 
critics, it rs stiU held deat among many folk, whose good opinion 
is wen Worth haring; particularly certain biscuit-bakers, who hav« 
gone so far as to imprint his likeness on their new-jear cakes, and 
have thus given him a chance for immortality, almost equal to the 
being stamped on a Wäterloo medal, or a Queen Anne's farthing.] 



By Woden, God of Saxons, 

From whence comes Wensday, that is Wodensday, 

Truth is a thing that ever I will keep 

Unto thylke day in which I creep into 

My sepulchre — Cartwright. 

Whoever has made a voyage up the Hudson, must 
remember the Kaatskill mountains. They are a dis- 
membered brauch of the great Appalachian family, and 
are seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to 
a noble height, and lording it over the surrounding 
country. Every change of season, every change of 
weather, indeed every hour of the day, produces some 
change in the magical hues and shapes of these moun- 
tains, and they are regarded by all the good wives, far 
and near, as perfect barometers. When the weather is 
fair and settled, they are clothed in blue and purple, 
and print their bold outlines on the dear evening sky; 
but sometimes, when the rest of the landscape is cloud- 
less, they will gather a hood of grey vapours about 
their summits, which, in the last rays of the setting 
sun, will glow and light up like a crown of glory. 

At the foot of these fairy mountains, the voyager 
may have descried the light smoke curling up from a 
village, whose shingle-roofs gleam among the trees, just 
where the blue tints of the upland melt away into the 
fresh green of the nearer landscape. It is a little village 
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of great antiquity, having been founded by some of the 
Dutch colonists, in the earlier times of the province, 
just about the beginning of the government of the good 
Peter Stuyvesant (may he rest in peace!), and there 
were some of the houses of the original settlers Stand- 
ing within a few years, built of small yellow bricks 
brought from Holland, having latticed Windows and 
gable fronts, surmonnted with weather-cocks. 

In that same village, and in one of these very 
houses, (which, to teil the precise tnith, was sadly time 
wom and weather-beaten), there lived many years since, 
while the country was yet a province of Great Britain, 
a simple, good-natured fellow, of the name of Rip Van 
Winkle. He was a descendant of the Van Winkles 
who figured so gallantly in the diivalrous days of Peter 
Stuyvesant, and accompanied him to the siege of Fort 
Christina. He inherited, however, but little of the 
martial character of his ancestors. I have observed 
that he was a simple, good-natured man; he was, more- 
over, a kind neighbour, and an obedient, hen-pecked 
husband. Indeed, to the latter circumstance might be 
owing that meekness of spirit which gained him such 
universal popularity; for those men are most apt to be 
obsequious and conciliating abroad, who are under the 
discipline of shrews at home. Their tempers, doubt- 
less, are rendered pliant and malleable in the fiery 
fumace of domestic tribulation, and a curtain lecture 
is worth all the sermons in the world for teaching the 
virtues of patience and long-sufFering. A termagant 
wife may, therefore, in some respects, be considered a 
tolerable blessing; and if so, Rip Van Winkle was 
thrice blessed. 

Certain it is, that be was a great favourite among 
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all the good wives of the village, who, as usual with 
the amiable sex, took bis part in all family squabbles; 
and never failed, whenever they talked tliose matters 
over in their evening gossipings, to lay all the blame 
on Dame Van Winkle. The children of the village, 
too, would shout with joy whenever he approached. 
He assisted at their spcxrts, made their playthings, 
taught them to ßy kites and shoot marbles, and told 
them long stories of ghosts, witches, and Indians. When- 
ever he went dodging about the village, he was sur- 
romided by a troop of them, hanging on his skirts, 
dambering pn his back, and playing a thousand tricks 
on him with impunity; and not a dog would bark at 
him throughout the neighbourhood. 

The great error in Rip's composition was an in- 
superable aversion to all kinds of profitable labonr. It 
could not be from the want of assiduity or perseverance; 
for he would sit on a wet rock, with a rod as long and 
heavy as a Tartaros lance, and fish all day without a 
murmur, even though he should not be encouraged by 
a Single nibble. He would carry a fowling-piece on 
his Shoulder for hours together, trudging through woods 
and swamps, and up hill and down dale, to shoot a 
few squirrels or wild pigeons. He would never refuse 
to assist a neighbour even in the roughest toil, and was 
a foremost man at all country firolics for husking Indian 
com, or building stone fences; the women of the village, 
too, used to employ him to run their errands, and to do 
such little odd Jobs as their less obliging husbands 
would not do for them. In a word, Rip was ready to 
attend to anybod/s business but his own; but as to 
doing family duty, and keeping his farm in order, he 
found it impossible. 
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In fact he declared it was of no use to work on his 
farin: it was the most pestilent little piece of ground 
in the whole country; everything about it went wrong, 
and would go wrong, in spite of him. His fences were 
continually falling to pieces; his cow would either go 
astray, or get among the cabbages; weeds were sure to 
grow quicker in his fields Ihan anywhere eise; the rain 
always made a point of setting in just as he had some 
out-door work to do; so that though his patrimonial 
estate had dwindled away under his management, acre 
by acre, until th&ce was little more left than a mere 
patch of Indian com and potatoes, yet it was the worst- 
conditioned farm in the neighbourhood. 

His children, too, were as ragged and wild as if 
they bdonged to nobody. His son Rip, an urchin 
begotten in his own likeness, promised to inherit the 
habits with the old clothes of his father. He was generally 
Seen trooping like a cok at his mother's heels, equipped 
in a pair of his father's cast-ofF galligaskins, whidi he 
had much ado to hold up with one hand, as a fine lady 
does her train in bad weather. 

Rip Van Winkle, however, was one of those happy 
mortals, of fbolish, well-oiled dispositions, who take the 
woiid easy, eat white bread or brown, whichever can 
be got witii least thought or trouble, and would rather 
starve on a penny than work for a pound. If left to 
himself, he would have whistled life away in perfect 
contentment; but his wife kept continually dinning in 
his ears about his idleness, his carelessness, and the 
min he was bringing on his family. Moming, noon, 
and night, her tongue was incessontly going, and every- 
thing he Said or did was sure to produce a torrent of 
Jiousehold eloquence. Rip had but one way of reply- 
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ing to all lectures of tiie kind, and that by frequent 
Ilse had grown into a habit. He shrugged bis Shoulders, 
shook bis head, cast up bis eyes, but said nothing. 
Tbis, bowever, alwa3rs provoked a fresb volley from bis 
wife; so tbat be was fain to draw ofF bis forces, and 
take to tbe outside of tbe bouse — tbe only side wbicb, 
in tniüi, belongs to a ben-pecked busband. 

Rip's sole domestic adberent was bis dog Wolf, wbo 
was as mucb ben-pecked as bis master; for Dame Van 
Winkle regarded Üiem as companions in idleness, and 
even looked upon Wolf witb an evil eye, as tbe cause 
of bis master's going so often astray. True it is, in all 
points of spirit befitting an bonourable dog, be was as 
courageous an animal as ever scoiu-ed tbe woods — ^but 
wbat courage can witbstand tbe ever-diuing and all- 
besctting teirors of a woman's tongue? TTie moment 
Wolf entered tbe bouse bis crest feil, bis tail drooped 
to tbe ground or curled between bis legs, be sneaked 
about witb a gallows air, casting many a sidelong 
glance at Dame Van Winkle, and at tbe least flourisb 
of a broomstick or ladle, be would fly to tbe door witb 
yelping precipitation. 

Times grew worse and worse witb Rip Van Winkle 
as years of matrimony roUed on; a tart temper never 
mellows witb age, and a sbarp tongue is tbej only edged 
tool tbat grows keener witb constant use. For a long 
wbile be used to console bimself, wben driven from 
bome, by frequenting a kind of perpetual club of tbe 
sages, philosopbers, and otber idle personages of tbe 
village; wbicb beld its sessions on a bencb before a 
small inn, designated by a rubicund portrait of His 
Majesty George tbe Tbird. Here tbey used to sit in 
tbe sbade, during a long lazy sumtmer's day, talking 
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listlessly over village gossip, or telling endless sleepy 
stories about nothing. But it would have been worth 
any statesman's money to have heard the profound dis- 
cussions that sometimes took place, when by chance 
an old newspaper feil into their hands from some passing 
traveller. How solemnly they would listen to the Con- 
tents, as drawled out by Derrick Van Bummel, the 
schoolmaster, a dapper leamed little man, who was not 
to be daunted by the most gigantic word in the dic- 
tionary; and how sagely they would deliberate upon 
public events some months after they had taken place. 

The opinions of this junto were completely con- 
trolled by Nicholas Vedder, a patriarch of the village;, 
and landlord of the inn, at the door of which he took 
his seat from moming tili night, just moving sufficiently 
to avoid the sun and keep in the shade of a large tree; 
so that the neighbours could teil the hour by his move- 
ments as accurately as by a sun-dial. It is true, he was 
rarely heard to speak, but smoked his pipe incessantly. 
His adherents, however (for every great man has his 
adherents), perfectly understood him, and knew how to 
gather his opinions. When anything that was read or 
related displeased him, he was observed to smoke his 
pipe vehemently, and send forth short, frequent, and 
angiy whiffs; but when pleased, he would inhale the 
smoke slowly and tranquilly, and emit it in light and 
placid douds; and sometimes, taking the pipe from his 
mouth, and letting the fragrant vapour ciirl about his 
nose, would gravely nod his head in token of perfect 
approbation. 

From even this stronghold the imlucky Rip was at 
length routed by his termagant wife, who would sud- 
denly break in upon the tranquillity of the assemblage, 
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and call the members all to naught; nor was that 
august personage, Nicholas Vedder himsel^ sacred from 
the daring tongue of this terrible virago, who charged 
him outright with encouraging her husband in habits 
of idleness. 

Poor Rip was at last reduced almost to despair; 
and bis only alternative, to escape from the labour of 
the farm and clamour of his wife, was to take gun in 
band and stroll away into the woods. Here he would 
sometimes seat himself at the foot of a tree, and share 
the Contents of his wallet with Wolf, with whom he 
S3nnpathized as a fellow-suflferer in persecution. "Poor 
Wolf," he would say, "thy mistress leads thee a dog's 
life of it; but never mind, my lad, whilst I live, thou 
shalt never want a friend to stand by theel" Wolf 
would wag his tail, look wistfully in his master's face, 
and if dogs can feel pity, I verily believe he recipro- 
cated the sentiment with all his heart 

In a long ramble of the kind on a fine autumnal 
day, Rip had unconsciously scrambled to one of the 
highest parts of the Kaatskül mountains. He was after 
his favourite sport of squirrel-shooting, and the still 
solitudes had echoed and re-echoed with the reports of 
his gun. Panting and fatigued, he threw himself, late 
in the aftemoon, on a green knoU, covered with moun- 
tain herbage, that crowned the brow of a precipice. 
From an opening between the trees he could overlook 
all the lower country for many a mile of rieh wood- 
land. He saw at a distance the lordly Hudson, far, far 
below him, moving on its silent but majestic course, 
with the reflection of a piuple doud, or the sail of a 
lagging bark, here and there sleeping on its glassy 
bosom, and at last losing itself in the blue highlands« 

Th« Sketch Book, 4 
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On the otber side he looked down into' a deep 
mountain glen, wild, lonely, and shagged, the bottom 
fiUed with fragments from the impending cliffs, and 
scarcely lighted by the reflected rays of the setting sun. 
For some time Rip lay musing on this scene: evening 
was gradually advancing; the mountains began to throw 
their long blue shadows over the Valleys; he saw that 
it would be dark long before he could reach the 
village, and he heaved a heavy sigh when he thought 
of encountering the terrors of Dame Van Winkle. 

As he was about to descend, he heard a voice from 
a distance, hallooing, "Rip Van Winkle! Rip Van 
Winkle !'' He looked aromid, but could see nothing 
but a crow winging its solitary flight across the moun- 
tain. He thought his fancy must have deceived him, 
and tumed again to descend, when he heard the same 
cry ring through the still evening air; "Rip Van Winkle! 
Rip Van Winkle ! " — at the same time Wolf bristled up 
his back, and, giving a low growl, skulked to his 
master's side, looking fearfuUy down into the glen. 
Rip now feit a vague apprehension stealing over him; 
he looked anxiously in the same direction, and per- 
ceived a stränge figure slowly toiling up the rocks, and 
bending under the weight of something he carried on 
his back. He was surprised to see any hmnan being 
in this lonely and unfrequented place; but supposing 
it to be some one of the neighbourhood in need of his 
assistance, he hastened down to )deld it. 

On nearer approach he was still more surprised at 
the singularity of the stranger's appearance. He was a 
Short square-built old fellow, with thick bushy hair, and 
a grizzled beard. His dress was of the antique Dutch 
fashion — a doth jerkin strapped round the waist— 
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several pairs of breeches, the outer one of ample vol- 
ume, decorated with rows of buttons down the sides, 
and bunches at the knees. He bore on his Shoulder 
a stout keg, that seemed füll of liquor, and made signs 
for Rip to approach and assist him with the load. 
Though rather shy and distrustful of this new acquain- 
tance, Rip complied with his usual alacrity; and, mu- 
tually relieving each other, they dambered up a narrow 
gully, apparently the dry bed of a mountain torrent 
As they ascended, Rip every now and then heard long 
rolling peals, like distant thunder, that seemed to issue 
out of a deep ravine, or rather deft, between lofty 
rod^s, toward whidi their rugged path conducted. He 
paused for an instant, but supposing it to be the mut- 
tering of one of those transient thunder-showers, whidi 
often take place in mountain heights, he proceeded. 
Passing through the ravine, they came to a hollow, 
like a small amphitheatre, surrounded by perpendicular 
predpices, over the brinks of whidi impending trees 
shot their brandies, merely allowing glimpses of the 
azure sky and the bright evening doud. During the 
whole time Rip and his companion had laboured on 
in silence; for though the former marvelled greatly 
what could be the object of carrying a keg of liquor 
up this wild mountain, yet there was something stränge 
and incomprehensible about the unknown, that inspired 
awe and checked familiaxity. 

On entering the amphitheatre, new objects of wonder 
presented themselves. On a level spot in the centre 
was a Company of odd-looking personages pla)dng at 
nine-pins. They were dressed in a quaint outlajadish 
fashion: some wore short doublets, others jerkins, with 
long knives in their belts, and most of them had 
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enormous breeches, of similar style with that of the 
guide's. Their visages, too, were peculiar: one had a 
large head, broad face, and small piggish eyes; the 
face of another seemed to consist entirely of nose, and 
was surmounted by a white sugarloaf hat, set off with 
a little red cock's tail. They all had beards, of various 
shapes and colours. There was one who seemed to 
be the Commander. He was a stout old gentleman, 
with a weather-beaten coimtenance; he wore a laced 
doublet, broad belt and hanger, high-crowned hat and 
feather, red stockings, and high-heeled shoes with roses 
in them. The whole group reminded Rip of the figures 
in an old Plemish painting, in the parlour of Dominie 
Van Schaick, the village parson, and which had been 
brought over from Holland at the time of the settlement 

What seemed particularly odd to Rip was, that 
though these folk were evidently amusing themselves, 
yet they maintained the gravest faces, the most mys- 
terious silence, and were withal the most melancholy 
party of pleasure he had ever witnessed. Nothing inter- 
rupted the stillness of the scene but the noise of the 
balls, which, whenever they were rolled, echoed along 
the mountains like rumbling peals of thunder. 

As Rip and his companion approached them, they 
suddenly desisted from their play, and stared at h im 
with such fixed statue-like gaze, and such stränge, un- 
couth, lack-lustre countenances, that his heart tumed 
within him, and his knees smote together. His com- 
panion now emptied the contents of the keg into large 
flagons, and mside signs to him to wait upon the Com- 
pany. He obeyed with fear and trembling; they 
qu^ed the liquor in profound silence, and then re- 
tomed to their game. 
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By degrees, Rip's awe and apprehension subsided. 
He even ventured, when no eye was fixed upon him, 
to taste the beverage, which he found had much of 
the flavour of excellent Hollands. He was naturally a 
thirsty soul, and was soon tempted to repeat the 
draught. One taste provoked another; and he reiterated 
bis Visits to the flagon so often, that at length his senses 
were overpowered, his eyes swam in his head, his head 
gradually declined, and he feil into a deep sleep. 

On waking, he found himself on the green knoU 
from whence he had first seen the old man of the glen. 
He rubbed his eyes — it was a bright sunny moming. 
The birds were hopping and twittering among the 
bushes, and the eagle was wheeling aloft, and breast- 
ing the pure mountain breeze. "Surely," thought Rip, 
"I have not slept here all night." He recalled the oc- 
currehces before he feil asleep. The stränge man with 
a keg of liquor — the mountain ravine — the wild retreat 
among the rocks — the wo-begone party at nine-pins — 
the flagon — "Oh! that flagon! that wicked flagon!" 
thought Rip, — "what excuse shall I make to Dame 
Van Winkle?" 

He looked round for his gun; but, in the place of 
the dean, well-oiled fowling-piece, he found an old 
fire-lock lying by him, the barrel incrusted with rust, 
the lock falling offj and the stock worm-eaten. He 
now suspected that the grave roysters of the mountain 
had put a trick upon him, and, having dosed him with 
liquor, had robbed him of his gun. Wolf, too, had 
disappeared; but he might have strayed away after a 
squirrel or partridge. He whistled after him, and 
shouted his name, but all in vain; the echoes repeated 
his whistle and shout, but no dog was to be seen. 
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He determined to revisit the scene of the last even- 
ing's gambol, and, if he met with any of the party, to 
demand his dog and gun. As he rose to walk, he 
found himself stifF in the joints, and wanting in his 
usual activity. "These mountain beds do not agree 
with me,'' thought Rip; "and if this frolic should lay 
me up with a fit of the rheumatism, I shall have a 
blessed time with Dame Van Winkle." With some 
difficulty he got down into the glen: he found the 
gully up which he and his companion had ascended 
the preceding evening; but, to his astonishment, a 
mountain stream was now foaming down it, leaping 
from rock to rock, and filling the glen with babbling 
murmurs. He made shift, however, to scramble up its 
sides, working his toilsome way through thickets of 
birch, Sassafras, and witch-hazel, and sometimes tripped 
up or entangled by the wild grape-vines that twisted 
their coils and tendrils firom tree to tree, and spread 
a kind of network in his path« 

At length he reached to where the ravine had 
opened through the diffs to the amphitheatre; but no 
traces of such opening remained. The rocks presented 
a high impenetrable wall, over which the torrent came 
tumbling in a sheet of feathery foam, and feil into a 
broad deep basin, black firom the shadows of the siu:- 
rounding forest Here, then, poor Rip was brought to 
a stand. He again called and whistled after his dog; 
he was only answered by the cawing of a flock of idle 
crows, sporting high in air about a dry tree that over- 
hxmg a sxmny precipice; and who, secure in their ele- 
vation, seemed to look down and scoß" at the poor 
man's perplexities. What was to be done? the mom- 
ing was passing away, and Rip feit famished for want 
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ö( his breakfast He grieved to give up his dog and 
gun; he dreaded to meet his wife; but it would not 
do to starve among the mountains. He shook his 
head, shouldered the rusty fire-lock, and, with a heart 
füll of trouble and anxiety, tumed his Steps homeward. 

As he approached the village he met a number of 
people, but none whom he knew, which somewhat sur- 
prised him, for he had thought himself acquainted 
with every one in the country round. Their dress, too, 
was of a different fashion from that to which he was 
accustomed. They all stared at him with equal marks 
of surprise, and, whenever they cast eyes upon him, 
invariably stroked their chins. The constant recur- 
rence of this gesture induced Rip, involuntarily, to do 
the same, when, to his astonishment, he found his 
beard had grown a foot longl 

He had now entered the skirts of the village. A 
troop of Strange children ran at his heels, hooting after 
him, and pointing at his grey beard. The dogs, too, 
not one of which he recognised for an old acquaintance, 
barked at him as he passed. The very village was 
altered; it was larger and more populous. There were 
rows of houses which he had never seen before, and 
those which had been his familiär haunts had dis- 
appeared. Strange names were over the doors — stränge 
faces at the Windows — everj^ing was stränge. His 
mind now misgave him; he began to doubt whether 
both he and the world around him were not bewitched. 
Surely this was his native village, which he had left 
but the day before! There stood the KLaatskill moun- 
tains — there ran \he silver Hudson at a distance — 
there was every hill and dale precisely as it had al- 
ways been — Rip was sorely perplexed — "That flagon 
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last night," thought he, "has addled my poor head 
sadlyl" 

It was with some difficulty that he found the way 
to his own house, which he approached with silent awe, 
expecting every moment to hear the shrill voice of 
Dame Van Winkle. He found the house gone to 
decay — the roof fallen in, the Windows shattered, and 
the doors ofF the hinges. A half-starved dog, that 
looked like Wolf, was skulking about it Rip called 
him by name; but the ciu: snarled, showed his teeth, 
and passed on. This was an unkind cut indeed — 
"My very dog," sighed poor Rip, "has forgotten me!" 

He entered the house, which, to teil the truth, 
Dame Van Winkle had always kept in neat order. It 
was empty, forlom, and apparently abandoned. This 
desolateness overcame all his connubial fears — he 
called loudly for his wife and children — the lonely 
Chambers rang for a moment with his voice, and then 
all again was silence. 

He now hurried forth, and hastened to his old 
resort, the village inn — but it too was gone. A large 
rickety wooden building stood in its place, with great 
gaping Windows, some of them broken, with old hats 
and Petticoats stuffed into the chasms, and over the 
door was painted "The Union Hotel, by Jonathan Doo- 
little." Instead of the great tree that used to shelter 
the quiet little Dutch inn of yore, there now was reared 
a tall naked pole, with something on the top that 
looked like a red nightcap, and from it was fluttering 
a flag, on which was a singular assemblage of stars 
and stripes — aU this was stränge and incomprehensible. 
He recognised on the sign, however, the ruby face of 
King George, under which he had smoked so many a 
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peaceful pipe; but even this was singularly metamor- 
phosed. The red coat was changed for one of blue 
and buff, a sword was held in the band instead of a 
sceptre, the head was decorated with a cocked hat, and 
imdemeath was painted in large characters, General 
Washington. 

There was, as usual, a crowd of folk about the 
door, but none that Rip recollected. The very cha- 
racter of the people seemed changed. There was a 
busy, bustling, disputatious tone about it, instead of 
the accustomed phlegm and drowsy tranquillity. He 
looked in vain for the sage Nicholas Vedder, with his 
broad face, double chin, and fair long pipe, uttering 
clouds of tobacco smoke instead of idle speeches; or 
Van Bummel, the schoolmaster, doling forth the Con- 
tents of an ancient newspaper. In place of these, a 
lean bilious-looking fellow, with his pockets füll of 
handbills, was haranguing vehemently about rights of 
Citizens — elections — members of congress — liberty — 
Bunker's-hill — heroes of seventy-six — and other words, 
that were a perfect Babylonish Jargon to the bewildered 
Van Winkle. 

The appearance of Rip, with his long grizzled 
beard, his rusty fowling-piece, his uncouth dress, and 
the army of women and children that had gathered at 
his heels, soon attracted the attention of the tavem 
politicians. They crowded round him, eyeing him from 
head to foot witii great curiosity. The orator bustled 
up to him, and, drawing him partly aside, inquired 
"on which side he voted?" Rip stared in vacant stu- 
pidity. Another short but busy little fellow puUed him 
by tKe arm, and rising on tiptoe, inquired in his ear, 
"whether he was Federal or Democrat?" Rip was 



dby Google 



58 RDP VAN WINKLE. 

equally ät a loss to comprehend the question; when a 
knowing self-important old gentleman, in a sharp 
cocked hat, made his way througli the crowd, putting 
them to the right and left with his elbows as he passed, 
and, planting himself before Van Winkle, with one arm 
akimbo, the other resting on his cane, his keen eyes 
and Sharp hat penetrating, as it were, into his very 
soul, demanded, in an austere tone, "what brought him 
to the election with a gun on his Shoulder, and a mob 
at his heels, and whether he meant to breed a riot in 
the village?" — "Alas! gentlemen," cried Rip, somewhat 
dismayed, "I am a poor quiet man, anative of the place, 
and a loyal subject of the King, God bless him!" 

Here a general shout burst from the by-standers — 
"A tory! a toryl a spy! a refugee! hüstle him! away 
with him!" It was with great difficulty that the self- 
important man in the cocked hat restored order; and, 
having assumed a tenfold austerity of brow, demanded 
again of the imknown culprit, what he came there for, 
and whom he was seeking? The poor man humbly as- 
sured him that he meant no härm, but merely came 
there in search of some of his neighbours, who used 
to keep about the tavem. 

"Well — ^who are they? — name them." 

Rip bethought himself a moment, and inquired, 
"Where's Nicholas Vedder?" 

There was a silence for a little while, when an old 
man replied, in athinpiping voice, "Nicholas Vedder? 
why, he is dead and gone these eighteen years! There 
was a wooden tombstone in the churchyard that used 
to teil all about him, but thafs rotten and gone tool" 

"Where's Brom Dutcher?" 

"Oh, he went off to the army in the beginning of 
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the war; some say he was killed at the storming of 
Stoney-Point — others say he was drowned in a squall 
at the foot of Antonjr's Nose. I don't know — he never 
came back again." 

"Where's Van Bummel, the schoolmaster?" 

"He went ofiF to the waxs too, was a great militia 
general, and is now in Congress." 

Rip's heart died away at hearing of these sad 
changes in his home and friends, and finding himself 
thus alone in the world. Every answer puzzled him 
too, by treating of such enormous lapses of time, and 
of matters which he could not underStand: war — con- 
gress — Stoney-Point; — ^he had no courage to ask after 
any more friends, but cried out in despair. "Does 
nobody here know Rip Van Winkle?" 

"Oh, Rip Van Winkle!" exclaimed two or three; 
"Oh, to be sure; thafs Rip Van Winkle, yonder, lean- 
ing against the tree." 

Rip looked, and beheld a precise counterpart of 
himself, as he went up the mountain: apparently as 
lazy, and certainly as ragged. The poor fellow was 
now completely confounded. He doubted his own 
identity, and whether he was himself or another man. 
In the midst of his bewilderment, the man in the 
cocked hat demanded who he was, and what was his 
name? 

"Gk>d knows," exclaimed he, at his wit's end; "Fm 
not myself — ^I'm somebody eise — that's me yonder — no 
— ^thafs somebody eise got into my shoes — ^I was my- 
self last night, but I feil asleep on the mountain, and 
fhefve changed my gun, and everything's changed, 
and Fm changed, and I can't teil what's my name, or 
who I aml" 
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The by-standers began now to look at each other, 
nod, wink significantly, and tap their fingers against 
their foreheads. There was a whisper, also, about se- 
curing the gun, and keeping the old fellow from doing 
mischief, at the very Suggestion of which the self-im- 
portant man in the cocked hat retired with some pre- 
cipitation. At this critical moment a fresh come 
woman pressed through the throng to get a peep 
the grey-bearded man. She had a chubby child 
her arms, which, frightened at his looks, began to c 
"Hush, Rip," cried she, "hush, you little fool; the c 
man won't hurt you." The name of the child, the . 
of the mother, the tone of her voice, all awakened 
train of recollections in his mind. "What is yc 
name, my good woman?" asked he. 

"Judith Gardenier." 

"And your father's name?" 

"Ah, poor man, his name was Rip Van Wink 
it's twenty years since he went away from home w 
his gun, and never has been heard of since. His d 
came home without him; but whether he shot hims« 
or was carried away by the Indians, nobody can t 
I was then but a little girl." 

Rip had but one question more to ask; but he j 
it with a faltering voice: — 

"Where's your mother?" 

"Oh, she died but a short time since; she brokt 79*^ 
blood-vessel in a fit of passion at a New-Englana 
pedlax." 

There was a drop of comfort, at least, in this in- 
telligence. The honest man could contain himself no 
longer. He caught his daughter and her child in his 
arms. "I am your father!" — cried he — "Young Rip 
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Van Winkle once — old Eip Van Winkle now! — Does 
nobody know poor Rip Van Winkle!" 

All stood amazed, until an old woman, tottering 
out from among the crowd, put her band to her brow, 
and peering under it in his face for a minute, ex- 
claimed, "Sure enough! it is Rip Van Winkle — it is 
himself 1 Welcome home again, old neighbour — Why, 
where have you been these twenty long years?" 

Rip's Story was soon told^ for the whole twenty 
years had been to him but as one night. The neigh- 
bours stared when they heard it; some were seen to 
wink at each other, and put their tongues in their 
cheeks; and the self-important man in the cocked hat, 
who, when the alarm was over, had retumed to the 
field, screwed down the comers of his mouth and shook 
his head — upon which there was a general shaking of 
the head throughout the assemblage. 

It was determined, however, to take the opinion of 
old Peter Vanderdonk, who was seen slowly advancing 
up the road. He was a descendant of the historian of 
that name, who wrote one of the earliest accounts of 
the province. Peter was the most ancient inhabitant 
of the village, and well versed in all the wonderful 
events and traditions of the neighbourhood. He re- 
coUected Rip at once, and corroborated his story in 
the most satisfactory manner. He assured the Com- 
pany that it was a fact, handed down from his an- 
cestor the historian, that the Kaatskill mountains had 
always been haunted by stränge beings. That it was 
affirmed that the great Hendrick Hudson, the first dis- 
coverer of the river and country, kept a kind of vigil 
there every twenty years, with his crew of the Half- 
moon; being permitted in this way to revisit the scenes 
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of his enterprise, and keep a guardian eye upon the 
river, and the great city called by his name. That his 
father had once seen them in their old Dutch dresses 
playing at nine-pins in a hoUow of the monntain; and 
that he himself had heard, one summer aftemoon, the 
sound of their balls, like distant peals of thunder. 

To make a long story short, the Company broke up, 
and retumed to the more important concems of the 
election. Eip's daughter took him home to live with 
her; she had a snug, well-fumished house, and a stout 
cheery fanner for a husband, whom Rip recollected for 
one of the urchins that used to dimb upon his back. 
As to Rip's son and heir, who was the ditto of him- 
self, seen leaning against the tree, he was employed to 
work on the farm; but evinced an hereditary disposi- 
tion to attend to any thing eise but his business. 

Rip now resumed his old walks and habits; he 
soon found many of his former cronies, though all 
rather the worse for the wear and tear of time; and 
preferred making friends among the rising generation, 
with whom he soon grew into great favour. 

Having nothing to do at home, and being arrived 
at that happy age when a man can do nothing with 
impunity, he took his place once more on the bench 
at the inn door, and was reverenced as one of the pa- 
triarchs of the village, and a chronide of the old times 
"before the war." It was some time before he could 
get into the regulär track of gossip, or could be made 
to comprehend the stränge events that had taken place 
during his torpor. How that there had been a revolu- 
tionary war — ^that the country had thrown off the yoke 
of Old England — and that, instead of being a subject 
of his Majesty George the Third, he was now a free 
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Citizen of the United States. Rip, in fact, was no po- 
litidan; the changes of states and empires made but 
little impression on him; but there was one species of 
despotism under which he had long groaned, and that 
was — ^petticoat govemment Happüy that was at an 
end; he had got his neck out of the yoke of matri- 
mony, and could go in and out whenever he pleased, 
without dreading the tyranny of Dame Van Winkle. 
Whenever her name was mentioned, however, he shook 
his heady shrugged his Shoulders, and cast up his eyes; 
which might pass either for an expression of resigna- 
tion to his fate, or joy at his deliverance. 

He used to teil his story to every stranger that 
arrived at Mr. Doolittle's hotel. He was observed, at 
first, to Vary on some points every time he told it, 
which was, doubtless, owing to his having so recently 
awaked. It at last settled down precisely to the tale I 
have related, and not a man, woman, or child in the 
neighbourhood but knew it by heart. Some always 
pretended to doubt the reality of it, and insisted that 
Rip had been out of his head, and that this was one 
point on which he always remained flighty. The old 
Dutch inhabitants, however, almost universally gave it 
fuU credit. Even to this day they never hear a thunder- 
storm of a smnmer afiemoon about the Kaatskill, but 
they say Hendrick Hudson and his crew are at their 
game of nine-pins; and it is a common wish of all 
henpecked husbands in the neighbourhood, when Ufe 
hangs heavy on their hands, that they might have a 
quieting draught out of Rip Van Winlde's flagon. 

NOTE. 
The for^oing tale, one would suspect, had been soggested to 
Mr. Knickerbocker by a little German legend about the Emperor 
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Frederick der Rothbart, and the Kyffhäuser mountain: the subjoined 
note, however, which he had appended to the tale, shows that it is an 
absolute fact, narrated with his usual fidelity: — 

**The Story of Rip Van Winkle may seem incredible to many, 
but nevertheless I give it my füll belief; for I know the vicinity of 
our old Dutch Settlements to have been very subject to marvellous 
events and appearances. Indeed I have heard many stranger stories 
than this in the villages along the Hudson; all of which are too well 
authenticated to admit of a doubt. I have even talked with Rip 
Van Winkle myself, who, when last I saw him, was a very vener- 
able old man, and so perfectly rational and consistent on every 
other pointi that I think no conscientious person could refuse to 
take this into the bargain; nay, I have seen a certificate on the sub- 
ject taken before a country justice, and signed with a cross, in the 
justice*s own hand-writii^. The story, therefore, is beyond the 
possibiUty of doubt. "D. K. " 
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ENGLISH WRITERS 

ON 

AMERICA. 



''Metliinks I see in my mind a noble and puissant nation, rous- 
mg hers^lf like ä strong man afttt sleepr, and ^Idng her invincible 
locks; methinks I ste her ad an d^l6, m^wing her mighty yooth, 
and kindling her endazzled eyes at the füll Bsd-day beam." 

MiLTON ON THB LiBERTY OF THE PRESS. 

It is with feelings of deep regret that 1 observe the 
literaiy animosity daily growiög üp between England 
and America. Great cutiosity has been awakened of 
lata with respect to the United States, and the London 
press has teemed with volumes of trävels through the 
Republic; but they seem intended to difiuse error 
rather than knowledge; atid so äuccessful have they 
been, that, hottnthstanding the constant intercourse be- 
tween the nations, there is nö people conceming whom 
the great mass of the British, public have less pure in- 
formation, or entertain iftore numerous prejudices. 

English travellers are the best and the worst in 
the World. Where no motives of pride or interest in- 
tervene, none can equal them for profound and philoso- 
phical views of society, or faithful and graphical descrip- 
tions of extemal objects; but when either the interest 
or reputation of their own country comes in coUision 
with that of another, they go to the opposite extreme, 
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and forget their usual probity and candour, in the in- 
dulgence of spieen, and an illiberal spirit of ridicule. 

Hence, their travels are more honest and acciurate, 
the more remote the country described. I would place 
implicit confidence in an Englishman's description of 
the regions beyond the cataracts of the Nile; of un- 
known islands in the Yellow Sea; of the interior of 
India; or of any other tract which other travellers might 
be apt to picture out with the illusions of their fancies; 
but I would cautiously receive his account of his im- 
mediate neighbours, and of those nations with which 
he is in habits of most firequent intercourse. However 
I might be disposed to trast his probity, I dare not 
trust his prejudices. 

It has also been the peculiar lot of our country to 
be visited by the worst kind of English travellers. 
While men of philosophical spirit and cultivated minds 
have been sent from England to ransack the poles, to 
penetrate deserts, and to study the manners and customs 
of barbarous nations, with which she can have no per- 
manent intercourse of profit or pleasure; it has been 
left to the broken-down tradesman, the scheming ad- 
venturer, the wandering mechanic, the Manchester and 
Birmingham agent, to be her orades respecting America. 
From such sources she is content to receive her in- 
formation respecting a country in a singular State of 
moral and physical development: a country in which 
one of the greatest political experiments in the history 
of the World is now performing, and which presents 
the most profound and momentous studies to the 
statesman and the philosopher. 

That such men should give prejudiced accounts of 
America is not a matter of surprise. The themes it 
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ofilärs for contemplation are too vast and elevated for 
their capacities. The national character is yet in a 
State öf fermentation; it may have its frothiness and 
Sediment, but its ingredients are sound and wholesome; 
it has already given proofs of powerful and generous 
qualities; and tiie whole promises to settle down into 
something substantially excellent But the cases which 
are operating to strengthen and ennoble it, and its 
daily indications of admirable properties, are all lost 
upon these purblind observers, who are only afFected 
by the little asperities incident to its present Situation. 
They are capable of judging only of the surface of 
things; of those matters which come in contact wiih 
their private interests and personal gratifications. They 
miss some of the snug conveniences and petty comforts 
which belong to an old, highly-finished, and over- 
populous State of society; where the ranks of useful 
labour are crowded, and many eam a painful and 
servile subsistence by stud3ring the very caprices of 
appetite and self-indulgence. These minor comforts, 
however, are all-important in the estimation of nairow 
minds; which either do not perceive, or will not ac- 
knowledge, that they are more than counterbalanced 
among us by great and generally difiiised blessings. 

They may, perhaps, have been disappointed in some 
unreasonable expectation of sudden gain. They may 
have pictured America to themselves an El Dorado, 
where gold and silver abounded, and the natives were 
lacking in sagacity; and where they were to become 
strangely and suddenly rieh, in some unforeseen, but 
easy manner. The same weakness of mind that in- 
dulges absurd expectations, produces petulance in dis- 
appointment Such persons become embittered against 
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the country on finding that there, as evetywhere eise, 
a man must sow befote he can reap; must win wealth 
by industry and talent; and must cotitend with the 
common difficulties of nature, and the shrewdness of 
an intelligent and enterprising people. 

Perhaps, through mistaken or ill-directed hospital- 
ity, or the prompt Disposition to cheer and tountenance 
the stranger, prevalent among my coüntr3rmen, they may 
have been treated with imwonted respect in America; 
and having been accustomed all their lives to consider 
themselves below the sürface of good society, and brought 
up in a servile feeling of inferiority, they beoome ar- 
rogant on the common boon of civüity; they attribute 
to the lowliness of others their own elevation; and un- 
derrate a society where there are no artificial distinc- 
tions, and where, by any chance, such itidividuals as 
themselves can rise to consequence. 

One would suppose, however, that information Com- 
ing firotn such sources, oü a subject where the truth is 
so desirable, would be received With caution by the 
censors of the press; that the motives of these men, their 
veracity, their opportunities of inquiry and Observation, 
and their capacities for judging correctly, would be 
rigorously scrutinised before their evidence was ad- 
mitted, in such sweeping ejctent, against a kindred 
nation. The very teverse, however, is the case, and it 
fumishes a striking instance of human inconsistency. 
Nothing can surpass the vigilance with which English 
critics will examine the credibility of the traveller who 
publishes an account of some distant, and comparatively 
unimportant country. How warily will they compare 
the measurements of a pyramid, or the descriptions of 
a tuin; aüd how stemly will they censure any inac- 
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curaqr in these contributions of merely curious know- 
ledge! while they will receive, with eagemess und nn- 
hesitating faith, the gross misrepresentations of coarse 
and obscure writers, conceming a country with which 
their own is placed in the most important and delicate 
relations. Nay, they will even make these apocryphal 
volumes text-books, on which to enlarge with a zeal 
and an ability worthy of a more generous cause. 

I shall not, however, dwell on this irksome and 
hackneyed topic; nor should I have adverted to it, but 
for the undue interest apparently taken in it by my 
countrymen, and certain injurious effects which I ap- 
prehended it might produce upon the national feeling. 
We attach too mudi consequence to these attacks. 
They cannot do us any essential injury. The tissue of 
misrepresentations attempted to be woven round us are 
like cobwebs woven round the limbs of an infant giant 
Our country continually outgrows them. One false- 
hood after another falls off of itself. We have but to 
live on, and every day we live a whole volume of re- 
futation. All the writers of England united, if we could 
for a moment suppose their great minds stoc^ing to so 
unworthy a combination, could not conceal our rapidly 
growing importance, and matchless prosperity. They 
could not conceal that these are owing, not merely to 
physical and local, but also to moral causes — ^to the 
political liberty, the general difiusion of knowledge, the 
prevalence of sound moral and religious principles, 
which give ibrce and sustained energy to the character 
of a people; and, in fact, have been ttie acknowledged 
and wonderfiil supportars of their own national power 
and glory. 

But why are we so exquisitely alive to the asper- 
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sions of England? Why do we suffer ourselves to be 
so affected by the contumely she has endeavonred to 
cast upon us? It is not in the opinion of England 
alone that honour lives and reputation has its being. 
The World at large is the arbitor of a nation's fame; 
with its thousand eyes it witnesses a nation's deeds, 
and from their coUective testimony is national glory or 
national disgrace established. 

For ourselves, therefore, it is comparatively of but 
little importance whether England does us justice or 
not; it is, perhaps, of fax more importance to herseif. 
She is instilling anger and resentment into the bosom 
of a youthful nation, to grow with its growth and 
strengthen with its strength. If in America, as some 
of her writers are labouring to convince her, she is 
hereafter to find an invidious rival, and a gigantic foe, 
she may thank those very writers for having provoked 
rivalship and irritated hostility. Every one knows the 
all-pervading influence of literature at the present day, 
and how much the opinions and passions of mankind 
are under its controL The mere contests of the sword 
are temporary; their wounds are but in the flesh, and 
it is the pride of the generous to forgive and forget 
them: but the slanders of the pen pierce to the heart; 
they rankle longest in the noblest spirits; they dwell 
ever present in the mind, and render it morbidly sen- 
sitive to the most trifling collision. It is but seldom 
that any one overt act produces hostilities between two 
nations; thereexists, most commonly, apreviousjealousy 
and ill-will; a predisposition to take offence. Trace 
these to their cause, and how often will they be found 
to originate in the mischievous efiusions of mercenary 
writers! who, secure in their closets, and for ignomin- 
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ious bread, concoct and circulate the venom that is to 
inflame the generous and the brave. 

I am not la3mig too much stress upon this point; 
for it applies most emphatically to our particular case. 
Over no nation does the press hold a more absolute 
control than over the people of America; for the mii- 
versal education of the poorest classes makes every in- 
dividual a reader. There is nothing published in Eng- 
land on the subject of our country that does not 
circulate through every part of it. There is not a 
calumny dropt from an English pen, nor an unworthy 
sarcasm uttered by an English statesman, that does not 
go to blight good-wiU, and add to the mass of latent 
resentment Possessing, then, as England does, the 
fountain-head from whence the literature of the lan- 
guage flows, how completely is it in her power, and 
how truly is it her duty, to make it the medium of 
amiable and magnanimous feeling — a stream where 
the two nations might meet together, and drink in 
peace and kindness. Should she, however, persist in 
tuming it to waters of bittemess, the time may come 
when she may repent her foUy. The present friendship 
of America may be of but little moment to her; but the 
future destinies ofthat country do no admit of a doubt: 
over those of England there lower some shadows of un- 
certainty. Should, thöQ, a day of gloom arrive; should 
those reverses overtake her, from which the proudest 
empires have not been exempt; she may look back 
with regret at her infatuation, in repulsing from her 
side a nation she might have grappled to her bosom, 
and thus destro3mig her only diance for real friend- 
ship beyond the boimdaries of her own dominions. 

There is a general impression in England, that the 
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people of the United States are inimical to the parent 
country. It is one of the ßrrors which have been dili- 
gently propagated by designing writers. There is, 
doubtless, considerable pplitical hostility, and a general 
soreness at the illiberality of the English press; but, 
coUectively speaking, the prepossessions of the people 
are strongly in favour of England. Indieed, at one 
time, they amounted, in many parts of the Union, to 
an absurd degree of bigotry. The bare name of Eng- 
lishman was a passport to the coöüdence a»d hospital- 
ity of every family, and too often gave a transient 
currency to the worthless and the ungrateful. Through- 
out the country there was something of enthu^asm 
connected with the idea of England, We looked to it 
with a hallowed feeling of tendemess and yener^tion, 
as the land of our forefathers — the august repositpry 
of the monuments and antiquities of our race— the 
birth-place and mausoleum of the sages ^nd heroes of 
our patemal history. After our own country, there was 
none in whose glory we more delighted — none whose 
good opinion we were more anxious to possess — none 
toward which our he^xts yeamed with such throbbings 
of warm consanguinity. Even during the late war, 
whenever there was the least opportunity for kind feel- 
ings to spring forth, it wa$ the fipüglit of the generous 
spirits of our country to diow th^, in the midst of 
hostilities, thqr still kept alive the 3parks of ftiture 
friendship. 

Is all this to be at an end? Is tbis golden band 
of kindred syn^pathies, so rare between naJions, to be 
broken fca: ever? — Perhaps it is for the best — it may 
dispel ^ illusion wk^ T^^glf^ l^avp kcpt ^^ in mental 
vassalage, interfered occasionally with our true interests, 
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and prevented the g^owth of proper national pride. 
But it is hard to give up the kindred tiel and there 
are feelings dearer than interest — doser to the heart 
than pride — ^that will still make us ca8t back a look of 
regrety as we wander farther and farther from the pa- 
temal roo^ and lameut the wa3rwardnejss of the parent 
that would repel the ^ections of the child. 

Short-sighted and injudicious, however, as the con- 
duct of England may be in this System of aspersion, 
recrimination on our part would be equally ill-judged. 
I speak not of a prompt and spirited yindication of our 
countiy, or the keenest castigation of her slanderers — 
but I allude to a diq>osition to retaliate in kind; to 
retort sarcasm, and inspire prejudice; which seems to 
be spreading widely among our writers. Let us guard 
particularly against such a temper, for it would double 
the evil, instead of redressing the wrong. Nothing is 
so easy and inviting as the retort of abuse and sarcasm; 
but it is a paltiy and unprofitable contest It is the 
alternative of a morbid mind» fretted into petulance, 
rath^ than warmed into indignaticm. If England is 
willing to permit the mean jealousies of trade, or the 
rancc»:ou8 animosities ofpoUtics, to deprave the integrity 
of her press, and poison the fountain of public opinion, 
let US beware of following her example. She may deem 
it her intereet to diffuse ^ror, and engender antipathy, 
for the purpose of checking emigration; we have no 
purpose of the kind to serve. Neither have we any 
spirit of national jealousy to gratify; for as yet, in all 
our rivalships with England, we are the rising and the 
gaining party. There ca» be no end to answer, there- 
fore, but the gpratification of resentment — 4 niere spirit 
of retaliation; and even that is impotent Our retorts 



dby Google 



74 ENGLISH WRITERS ON AMERICA. 

are never republished in England; they fall short, there- 
fore, oftheiraim, but they fosteraquerulous and peevish 
temper among our writers; they sour the sweet flow of 
our early literature, and sow thoms and brambles among 
its blossoms. What is still worse, they circulate through 
our own coimtry, and, as far as they have effect, excite 
virulent national prejudices. This last is the evil most 
especially to be deprecated. Govemed, as we are, en- 
tirely by public opinion, the utmost care should be 
taken to preserve the purity of the public mind. Klnow- 
ledge is power, and truth is knowledge; whoever, there- 
fore, knowingly propagates a prejudice, wilfuUy saps 
the foundation of his country's strength. 

The members of a republic, above all other men, 
should be candid and dispassionate. They are, in- 
dividually, portions of the sovereign mind and sovereign 
will, and should be enabled to come to all questions of 
national concem with calm and unbiassed judgments. 
From the peculiar nature of our relations with England, 
we must have more frequent questions of a diflferent 
and delicate character with her than with any other 
nation; questions that aflfect the most acute and ex- 
citable feelings; and as, in the adjusting of these, our 
national measures must ultimately be determined by 
populär sentiment, we cannot be too anxiously attentive 
to purify it from all latent passion or prepossession. 

Opening, too, as we do, an asylum for strangers 
from every portion of the earth, we should receive all 
with impartiality. It should be our pride to exhibit 
an example of one nation, at least, destitute of national 
antipathies, and exercising not merely the overt acts of 
hospitality, but those more rare and noble courtesies 
which spring from liberality of opinion. 
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What have we to do with national prejudices? They 
are the inveterate diseases of old countries, contracted 
in rüde and ignorant ages, when nations knew but little 
of each other, and looked beyond their own boundaries 
with distrust and hostility. We, on the contrary, have 
Sprung into national existence in an enlightened and 
Philosophie age, when the diflferent parts of the habitable 
World, and the various branches of the human family, 
have been indefatigably studied, and made known to 
each other; and we forego the advantages of our birth, 
if we do not shake oflF tiie national prejudices, as we 
would the local superstitions of the old world. 

But, above all, let us not be influenced by any angry 
feelings, so far as to shut our eyes to the perception 
of what is really excellent and amiable in the English 
character. We are a young people, necessarily an 
imitative one, and must take our examples and modeis, 
in a great degree, from the existing nations of Europe. 
There is no country more worthy of our study than 
England. The spirit of her Constitution is most ana- 
logous to ours. The manners of her people — ^their in- 
tellectual activity — their freedom of opinion — their 
habits of thinking on those subjects which concem the 
deaxest interests and most sacred charities of private 
life, are all congenial to the American character; and, 
in fact, are all intrinsically excellent; for it is in the 
moral feeling of the people that the deep foundations 
of British prosperity are laid; and however the super- 
structure may be time-wom, or over-run by abuses, 
there must be something solid in the basis, admirable 
in the materials, and stable in the structure of an edi- 
fice, that so long has towered unshaken amidst the 
tempests of the world. 
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Let it be the pdde of our writers, tberefore, dis- 
caxding all feelings of irritation, and disdaining to re- 
taliate the illiberality of British autbors, to speak of the 
English nation without prejudice, and with determined 
candour. While they rebuke the indiscrumnating bigotry 
with which soEie of our countrymeu admire and imitate 
everything English, merely because it is English, let 
them frankly point out what is really worthy of ap- 
probation. We may thus place Engl^uad before us as 
a perpetual volume of reference, wberein are recorded 
sound deductions from ages of experience; and while 
we avoid the errors and äbsurditics which may have 
crept into the page, we may draw thence golden maxims 
of practical wisdom, wherewitb to strengthen ^d to 
embellish our national character. 
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'<OhI frietidly to thfe best pursuits of min, 
Fricndly to thonght, to virtue, and to peace, 
Domestic life in niral pleasure passedT' 

COWPER. 

The stranger who would form a correct opinion of 
the English character, must not confine his observations 
to the nietropolis. He must go forth into the country; 
he must sojoum in villages and hamlets ; he must visit 
Castles, villas, farm-houses, cottages; he must wander 
through parks and gardens; along hedges and green 
lanes; he must loiter about country churches; attend 
wakes and fairs, and other rural festivals; and cope 
with the people in all their conditions, and all their 
habits and humours. 

In some countries, the large eitles absorb the wealth 
and fashion of the nation; they are the only fixed 
abodes of elegant and intelligent Society, and the coun- 
try is inhabited almost entirely by boorish peasantry. 
In England, on the contrary, the metropolis is a mere 
gathering place, or general rendezvous, of the polite 
classes, where they devote a small portion of the year 
to a hurry of gaiety and dissipation, and having in- 
dulged this camival, retum again to the apparently 
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more congenial habits of rural life. The various Orders 
of Society are therefore diffused over the whole surface 
of the kingdom, and the most retired neighbourhoods 
afford specimens of the diflferent ranks. 

The English, in fact, are strongly gifted with the 
rural feeling. They possess a quici sensibility to the 
beauties of nature, and a keen relish for the pleasures 
and employments of the country. This passion seems 
inherent in them. Even the inhabitants of cities, bom 
and brought up among brick walls and bustling streets, 
enter with facility into rural habits, and evince a tum 
for rural occupation. The merchant has his snug re- 
treat in the vicinity of the metropolis, where he often 
displays as much pride and zeal in the cultivation of 
his flower-garden, and the maturing of his fruits, as 
he does in the conduct of his business, and the success 
of his commerdal enterprises. Even those less for- 
tunate individuals, who are doomed to pass their lives 
in the midst of din and traffic, contrive to have some- 
thing that shall remind them of the green aspect of 
nature. In the most dark and dingy quarters of the 
city, the drawing-room window resembles frequently a 
bank of flowers; every spot capable of Vegetation has 
its grass-plot and flower-bed; and every Square its 
mimic park, laid out with picturesque taste, and gleam- 
ing with refreshing verdure. 

Those who see the Englishman only in town, are 
apt to form an unfavourable opinion of his social cha- 
racter. He is either absorbed in business, or distracted 
by the thousand engagements that dissipate time, 
thought, and feeling, in this huge metropolis. He has, 
therefore, too commonly a look of hurry and abstrac- 
tion. Wherever he happens to be, he is on the point 



dby Google 



RÜRAL LIFE IN ENGLAND. 79 

of going somewhere eise; at the moment he is talking 
on one subject, his mind is wandering to another; and 
while paying a friendly visit, he is calculating how he 
shall economize time so as to pay the other visits 
allotted to the moming. An immense metropolis like 
London is calculated to make men selfish and unin- 
teresting. In their casual and transient meetings, they 
can but deal briefly in common-places. They present 
but the cold superficies of character — its rieh and 
genial quaKties have no time to be warmed into a flow. 

It is in the country that the EngHshman gives scope 
to his natmral jfeelings. He breaks loose gladly from 
the cold formalities and negative civiUties of town; 
throws oflf his habits of shy reserve, and becomes joy- 
ous and firee-hearted. He manages to collect round 
him all the conveniences and elegandes of polite life, 
and to banish its restraints. His country seat abounds 
with every requisite, either for studious retirement, 
tastefiil gratification, or rural exercise. Books, paint- 
ings, music, horses, dogs, and sporting implements of 
all kinds, are at hand. He puts no constraint, either 
upon his guests or himself, but in the true spirit of 
hospitality provides the means of enjoyment, and leaves 
every one to partake according to his inclination. 

The taste of the English in the cultivation of land, 
and in what is called landscape gardening, is unrivalled. 
They have studied nature intently, and discover an ex- 
quisite sense of her beautiful forms and harmonious 
combinations. Those charms, which in other countries 
she lavishes in wild solitudes, are here assembled round 
the haunts of domestic life. They seem to have caught 
her coy and furtive graces, and spread them, like 
witchery, about their rural abodes. 
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Nothing can be more imposing than the lüagüi- 
ficence of English park scehery. Vast lawns that 
extend like sheets of vivid green, with here and there 
clumps of gigantictrees, heaping up rieh piles of foliage. 
The solemn pomp of groves and woodland glades, with 
the deer trooping in silent herds across them; the hare, 
bounding away to the covert; or the pheasant, suddenly 
bursting upc«i the wing. The brook, taught to wind in 
the most natural meanderings, or expand into a glassy 
lake — ^the sequestered pool, reflecting the quivering trees, 
with the yellow leaf sleeping on its bosom, and the trout 
roaming fearlessly about its limpid waters; while some 
rustic temple or sylvan statue, grown green and dank 
with age, gives an air of classic sanctity to the seclusion. 

These are but a few of the features of park scenery; 
but what most delights me, is the creative talent with 
which the English decorate the unostentätious abodes 
of middle life. The rudest habitation, the most uü- 
promising and scanty portion of land, in the hands of 
an Englishman of taste, becomes a little paradise, 
With a nicely discriminating eye, he seizes at once 
upon its capabilities, and pictm-es in his mind the 
future landscape. The sterile spot grows into loveli- 
ness under his band; and yet the Operations of art 
which prodnce the eflfect are scarcely to be perceived. 
The cherishing and training of some trees; the cautious 
pruning of others; the nice distribution of flowets and 
plants of tender and graceful foliage; the introduction 
of a green slope of velvet tnrf; the pattial opening to 
a peep of blue distance, or süver gleam of Water; all 
these are managed with a delicate tact, a pervading 
yet quiet assiduity, like the magic touchings with which 
a painter finishes up a favourite picture. 
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The residence of people of fortune and refinement 
in the country has difRised a degree of taste and 
elegance in rural economy, that descends to the lowest 
dass. The very labourer, with his thatched cottage 
and narrow slip of ground, attends to their embellish- 
ment The trim hedge, the grass-plot before the door, 
the little flower-bed bordered with snug box, the wood- 
bine trained up against the wall, and hanging its blos- 
soms about the lattice; the pot of flowers in the window, 
the hoUy providently planted about the house, to cheat 
Winter of its deariness, and throw in a semblance of 
green summer to cheer the fireside; all these bespeak 
the influence of taste, flowing down from high sources, 
and pervading the lowest levels of the public mind. 
If ever Love, as poets sing, delights to visit a cottage, 
it must be the cottage of an English peasant 

The fondness for rural life among the higher classes 
of the English has had a great and salutary effect upon 
the national character. I do not know a finer race of 
men than the English gentlemen. Instead of the soft- 
ness and effeminacy which characterize the men of 
rank in most countries, they exhibit a union of elegance 
and strength, a robustness of frame and freshness of 
complexion, which I am indined to attribute to their 
living so much in the open air, and pursuing so eagerly 
the invigorating recreations of the coüntry. These 
hardy exercises produce also a healthful tone of mind 
and spirits, and a manliness and simplicity of manners, 
which even the follies and dissipations of the town 
cannot easily pervert, and can never entirely destroy. 
In the country, too, the different Orders of society seem 
to approach more freely, to be more disposed to blend 
and operate favourably upon each other. The distinc- 
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tions between them do not appeax to be so marked 
and impassable as in the cities. The manner in which 
property has been distributed into small estates and 
farms, has established a regulär gradation from the 
nobleman, through the classes of geatiy, small landed 
proprietors, and substantial farmers, down to the labour- 
ing peasantry; and while it has thus banded the ex- 
tremes of Society together, has infused into each inter- 
mediate rank a spirit of independence. This, it must 
be confessed, is not so universally the case at present 
as it was formerly: the larger estates having, in late 
years of distress, absorbed the smaller, and, in some 
parts of the countiy, almost annihilated the sturdy race 
of small farmers. These, however, I believe, axe but 
casual breaks in the general System I have mentioned. 
In rural occupation there is nothing mean and de- 
basing. It leads a man forth among scenes of natural 
grandeur and beauty; it leaves him to the workings of 
his own mind, operated upon by the purest and most 
elevating of extemal influences. Such a man may be 
simple and rough, but he cannot be vulgär. The man 
of refinement, therefore, finds nothing revolting in an 
intercourse with the lower Orders of rural life, as he 
does when he casually mingles with the lower Orders 
of cities. He lays aside his distance and reserve, and 
is glad to waive the distinctions of rank, and to enter 
into the honest heartffclt enjoyments of common life. 
Indeed, the very amusements of the country bring men 
more and more together; and the sound of hound and 
hom blend all feelings into harmony. I believe this 
is one great reason why the nobiHly and gentry are 
more populär amcmg the inferior Orders in England 
than they are in any other country; and why the latter 
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haye endured so many excessive pressures and ex- 
tremities, withoat iiq)inmg more generally at the un- 
equal disfcribution of fartime aad privilege. 

To tfais nwogiing of cultivated asid mstic society 
may also be attributed tiie rural feding that runs 
through British literature; the fncquent use of ülustra- 
tions from raral life; those incomparable diescriptions 
of nature that abound in the Britidi poets*— that have 
continued down from "The Flower and the Leaf" of 
Chaucer, and have brought into our closets aU the 
freshness and fragranoe of the dewy laadscape. The 
pastoral writers of other countries appear as if they 
had paid nature an occasional visit, and be€X>me ac- 
quainted with her general charms; but the British poets 
have lived and revelkd with her, — they have wooed 
her in her most secret haunts, — ^they have watched her 
minutest caprices. A spray could not tremble in the 
breeze — a leaf could not rustle to the groimd — a diar 
mond drop could not patter in tbe stream — a fragrance 
could not exhale from the httmUe violet, nor a daisy 
unfold its crimscm tints to the moming; but it haus 
been noticed by these impassioned and delicate ob- 
servers, and wiought up into some beantiftil morality. 

The effect of this devotion of elegant minds to 
rural occupations has been wonderfiil on the face of 
the countiy. A great part of tbe island is level, and 
would be monottmoüSy were it not for the diaims of 
culture; but it is studded and gemmed^ as it were, 
with Castles and palaces, and embroidered with parks 
and gardens. It does not abound in grand and sub- 
lime prospects^ but ratiier in little home-scenes of rural 
repose and sheltered quiet Every antique fann-house 
and moss-grown cottage is a picture: and as the roads 

6^ 
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are continually winding, and the view is shut in by 
groves and hedges, the eye is delighted by a continud 
succession of small landscapes of captivating loveliness. 

The great charm, however, of English scenery is 
the moral feeling that seems to pervade it It is as- 
sociated in the mind with ideas of order, of quiet, of 
sober, well-established principles, of hoary usage and 
reverend custom. Every thing seems to be the growth 
of ages of regulär and peaceful existence. The old 
church of remote architecture, with its low massive 
portal; its Gothic tower; its Windows rieh with tracery 
and painted glass; its stately monuments of warriors 
and worthies of the olden time, ancestors of the pre- 
sent lords of the soil; its tombstones, recording suc- 
cessive generations of sturdy yeomanry, whose progeny 
still plough the same fields, and kneel at the same 
altar. — The parsonage, a quaint irregulär pile, partly 
antiquated, but repaired and altered in the tastes of 
various ages and occupants — the Stile and footpath 
leading from the churchyard, across pleasant fields, 
and along shady hedgerows, according to an immemor- 
able right of way — the neighbouring village, with its 
venerable cottages, its public green sheltered by trees, 
under which the forefathers of the present race have 
Sported — the antique family mansion, Standing apart 
in some little rural domain, but looking down with a 
protecting air on the surrounding scene; — all these 
common features of English landscape evince a calm 
and settled security, an hereditary transmission of 
home-bred virtues and local attachments, that speak 
deeply and touchingly for the moral character of the 
nation. 

It is a pleasing sight on a Sunday moming, when 
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the bell is sending its sober melody bjcxoss the quiet 
fields, to behold the peasantry in their best finery, 
with ruddy faces and modest cheerfiilness, thronging 
tranquilly along the green lanes to church; but it is still 
more pleasing to see them in the evenings, gathering 
about their cottage doors, and appearing to exult in 
the humble comforts and embellishments which their 
own hands have spread around them. 

It is this sweet home-feeling, this settled repose of 
afFection in the domestic scene, that is, after all, the 
parent of the steadiest virtues and purest enjo)anents; 
and I cannot close these desidtory remarks better, 
than by quoting the words of a modern English poet, 
who has depicted it with remarkable felicity: — 

**Through each gradation, from the castled hall, 
The city dorne, the villa crown'd with shade, 
But Chief from modest mansions numberless, 
In town or hamlet, shelt'ring middle life, 
Down to the cottaged vale, and straw-roof 'd sh«d, 
This westem isle hath long been famed for scencs 
Where bliss domestic finds a dweliing-place: 
Domestic bliss, that, like a harmless dove, 
(Honour and sweet endearmeut keeping guard,) 
Can centre in a little quiet nest 
All that desire would fly for through the earth; 
That can, the world eluding, be itsdf 
A world enjoy'd; that wants no witnesses 
£ut its own sharers, and approving heaven; 
That, like a flower deep hid in rocky cleft, 
Smiles, though *t is looking only at the sky. ** • 

• From a Poem on the Death of the Princess Charlotte, by the 
Reverend Rann Kennedy, A.M. 
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"Inever hcard 
Of any true affection, bat 'twas nipt 
With care, that, like the Caterpillar, eats 
The leaves of the spring's sweetest book, the rose." 

MroDLETON. 

It is a common practice with those who have out- 
lived the susceptibility of early feeling, or have been 
brought up in the gay heartlessness of dissipated 
life, to laugh at all love stories, and to treat the tales 
of romantic passion as mere fictions of novelists and 
poets. My observations on human nature have in- 
duced me to think otherwise. They have convinced 
me, that however the siuface of the character may be 
chilled and frozen by the cares of the world, or cul- 
tivated into mere smiles by the arts of society, still 
there are dormant fires lurking in the depths of the 
coldest bosom, which, when once enkindled, become 
impetuousy and are sometimes desolating in their 
effects. Indeed, I am a true believer in the blind 
deity, and go to the füll extent of his doctrines. Shall 
I confess it? — I believe in broken hearts, and the pos- 
sibility of dying of disappointed love. I do not, how- 
ever, consider it a malady often fatal to my own sex: 
but I firmly believe that it withers down many a lovely 
woman into an early grave. 

Man is the creature of interest and ambition. His 
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nature leads him forth into the struggle and bustle of 
the World. Love is but the embellishment of bis early 
life, or a song piped in the intervals of the acts. He 
seeks for fame, for fortune, for space in the world's 
thought, and dominion over bis fellow men. But a 
woman's whde life is a histoiy of the affections. The 
heart is her world: it is there her ambition strives ior 
empire; it is there her avarice seeks for hidden trea- 
sures. She sends forth her sympathies on adventure; 
she cmbarks her wbole soul in the traffic of aflfection; 
and if shipwrecked, her case is hopelcss — for it is a 
bankruptcy of the heart 

To a man the disappointment of love may occasion 
some bitter pangs: it wounds some feelings of tender- 
ness — it blasts some prospects of felicity; but he is an 
active being — he can dissipate bis thou^ts in the whirl 
of varied occupation, or can plunge into the tide of 
pleasure; or, if the scene of disappointment be too füll 
of painfiil associations, he can shift bis abode at will, 
and, taking as it were the wings of the moming, can 
"fly to the uttermost parts of the earth and be at rest" 

But woman's is ccmiparatively a fixed, a secluded 
and a meditative life. She is more the companion of 
her own thoughts and feelings; and if they are tumed 
to ministers of sorrow, where shall she look for con- 
solation? Her lot is to be wooed and won; and if un- 
happy in her love, her heart is like some fortress that 
has been captured, and sacked, and abandoned and 
left desolate. 

How many bright eyes grow dim — ^how many soft 
cheeks grow pale — ^how many lovely forms fade away 
into the tomb, and none can teil the cause that blighted 
their lovelinessl As the dove will clasp its wings to 
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its sides, and cover and conceal the arrow that is prey* 
ing on its vitals, so it is the nature of woman to hide 
from the World the pangs of wounded affection- The 
love of a delicate female is always shy and silent 
Even when fortunate, she scarcely breaüies it to her- 
seif; but when otherwise, she buries it in the recesses 
of her bosom, and there lets it cower and brood among 
the ruins of her peace. With her the desire of the 
heart has failed. The great charm of existence is at 
an end. She neglects all the cheerful exercises which 
gladden the spirits, quicken the pulses, and send the 
tide of life in healthful currents through the veins. 
Her rest is broken — ^the sweet refreshment of sleep is 
poisoned by melancholy dreams — "dry sorrow drinks 
her blood," until her enfeebled frame sinks under the 
slightest extemal injury. Look for her, after a little 
* while, and you find friendship weeping over her tin- 
timely grave, aad wondering that one, who but lately 
glowed with all the radiance of health and beauty, 
should so speedily be brought down to "darkness and 
the worm." You wül be told of some wintry chill, 
some casual indisposition, that laid her low; — ^but no 
one knows the mental malady that previously sapped 
her strength, and made her so easy a prey to the 
Spoiler. 

She is like some tender tree, the pride and beauty 
of the grove; graceful in its form, bright in its foliage, 
but with the worm preying at its heart We find it 
suddenly withering, when it should be most fresh and 
luxuriant We see it drooping its branches to the 
earth, and shedding leaf by leaf; until, wasted aad 
perished away, it falls even in the stillness of the 
forest; and, as we muse over the beautiful ruin, we 
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strive in vain to recollect the blast or thunderbolt that 
could have smitten it with decay. 

I have Seen many instances of women running to 
waste and self-neglect, and disappearing gradually 
from the earth, ahnost as if they had been exhaled to 
heaven; and have repeatedly fancied that I conld trace 
their death through the various declensions of con- 
sumption, cold, debility, languor, melancholy, imtil I 
reached the first s)rmptom of disappointed love. But 
an instance of the kind was lately told to me; the cir- 
cumstances are well known in the coimtry where they 
happened, and I shall but give them in the manner in 
which they were related. 

Every one must recollect the tragical story of young 
E — , the Irish patriot: it was too touching to be soon 
forgotten. Diuing the troubles in Ireland he was tried, 
condemned, and executed, on a Charge of treason. 
His fate made a deep impression on public sympathy. 
He was so young — so intelligent — so generous — so 
brave — so everything that we are apt to like in a 
young man. His conduct under trial, too, was so lofty 
and intrepid. The noble indignation with which he 
repelled the Charge of treason against his country — 
the eloquent vindication of his name — and his pathetic 
appeal to posterity, in the hopeless hour of condemna- 
tion — all these entered deeply into every generous 
bosom, and even his enemies lamented the stem policy 
that dictated his execution. 

But there was one heart, whose anguish it would 
be impossible to describe. In happier days and fairer 
fortunes, he had won the affections of a beautiful and 
interesting girl, the daughter of a late celebrafed Irish 
barrister* She loved him with the disinterested fervour 
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of a woman's first and early love. When every worldly 
maxim arrayed itself against him; when blasted in 
fortune; when disgrace and danger darkened around 
his name, she loved him the more ardently for his very 
sufferings. If, then, his fate could awaken the sym- 
pathy even of his foes, what must have been the agony 
of her whose whole soul was occupied by his image! 
Let those *ell who have had the portals of liie tomb 
suddenly dosed between them and the being they most 
loved on earth — ^who have sat at its threshold, as one 
shut out in a cold andlonely woriid, firom whence all 
that was most lovely and loving had departed. 

But then the horrors of such a grave! so frightful! 
so dishonouredl There was nothing for memory to 
dwell on that could soothe the pang of Separation — 
none of those tender, though melancholy circumstances, 
that endear Uie parting scene — nothing to melt sorrow 
into those Messed tears, sent, like the dews of heaven, 
to revive the heart in the parting hour of anguish. 

To Tender her widowed Situation more desolate, 
she had incurred her father's displeasure by her un- 
fortunate attachment, and was an exile from the 
patemal roof. But could the syrapathy and kind Offices 
of friends have reached a spirit so shocked and driven 
in by hoiror, she would have experienced no want of 
consolation, for the Irish are a people of quick and 
generous sensibilities. The most delicate and cherish- 
ing attentions were paid her by families of wealth and 
distinction. She was led into society, and they tried 
by all kinds of ocoupation and amusement to dissipate 
ha: grief, and wean her from the tragical story of her 
loves. But it was all in vain. There are some strokes 
of calamity that scathe and scorch the soul — ^that 
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penetrate to the vital seat of happiness— and blast it, 
never again to put forth bud or blossom. She did not 
object to frequent the haui^ of pleasure, but she was 
as mach alone there as m the depths of solitude. She 
walked about in a sad reverie, apparently tinconscious 
of the World around her. She carried with her an in- 
ward woe that mocked at all the blandishments of 
friendship, and "heeded not the song of the chaxmer, 
charm he never so wisely." 

The person who told me her stoiy had seen her at 
a masquerade. There can be no exhibition of far-gone 
wretchedness more striking and painful than to meet 
it in sudi a scene. To find it wandering like a spectre, 
lonely and joyless, where all around is gay — to see it 
dressed out in the trappings of mirth, and lodcing so 
wan and wo-begone, as if it had tried in vain to cheat 
the poor heart into a momentary forgetfulness of sor- 
row! After stroUii^ through the splendid rooms and 
giddy crowd with an air of utter abstracticm, she sat 
herseif down on the steps of an orchestra, and looking 
about for some time with a vacant air, that showed 
her insensibility to die garish scene, she began, with 
the capriciousness of a sickly heart, to warble a little 
plaintive air. She had an exquisite voice; but on this 
occasion it was so simple, so touching, it breathed forth 
such a soul of wretchedness, that she drew a crowd mute 
and silent aroimd her, and melted every one into tears. 

The Story of one so true and tender could not but 
excite great interest in a country remarkable for en- 
thusiasm. It completely won the heart of a brave of- 
ficer, who paid his add^esses to her, and thought that 
one so true to the dead could not but prove affectionate 
to the living. She dedined his attentions, for her 
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thoughts were irrevocably engrossed by the m^mory of 
her former lover. He, however, persisted in his suit 
He solicited not her tendemess, but her esteem. He 
was assisted by her conviction of his worth, and her 
sense of her own destitute and dependent Situation; 
for she was existing on the kindness of friends. In a 
word, he at length succeeded in gaining her hand, 
though with the solemn assurance that her heart was 
unalterably another's. 

He took her with him to Sicily, hoping that a 
change of scene might wear out the remembrance of 
early woes. She was an amiable and exemplary wife, 
and made an effort to be a happy one; but nothing 
could eure the silent and devouring melancholy that 
had entered into her very soul. She wasted away in a 
slow, but hopeless decline, and at length sunk into the 
grave, the victim of a broken heart. 

It was on her that Moore, the distinguished Irish 
poet, composed the foUowing lines: — 

**She is far from the land where her young hero sleeps, 
And lovers around her are sighing: 
But coldly she tums from their gaze, and weeps, 
For her heart in his grave is l3dng. 

She sings the wild songs of her dear native plains, 

Every note which he loved awaking — 
Ah! little they think, who delight in her strains, 

How the heart of the minstrel is breakingl 

He had lived for his love — for his country he died, 
They were all that to life had entwined him — 

Nor soon shall the tears of his country be dried, 
Nor long will his love stay behind him! 

Oh! make her a grave where the sunbeams rest, 

When they promise a glorious morrow; 
They'U shine o'er her sleep, like a smile from the west, 

From her own loved Island of sorrowl" 
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**If that severe doom of S3mesius be true — *It is a gijpater 
offence to steal dead men's labours, than their clothes,' what shall 
become of most writers?" 

Bürton's Anat. of Melancholy. 

I HAVE often wondered at the extreme fecundity of 
the press, and how it comes to pass that so many 
heads, on which nature seems to have infiicted the 
curse of barrenness, yet teem with voluminous produc- 
tions. As a man travels on, however, in the joumey 
of life, his objects of wonder daily diminish, and he is 
continually finding out some very simple cause for 
some great matter of marvel. Thus have I chanced, 
in my peregrinations about this great metropolis, to 
blunder upon a scene which unfolded to me some of 
the mysteries of the book-making craft, and at once 
put an end to my astonishment. 

I was one summer's day loitering through the great 
saloons of the British Museum, with that listlessness 
with which one is apt to saunter about a museum in 
warm weather; sometimes loUing over the glass cases of 
minerals, sometimes studying the hieroglyphics on an 
Egyptian mummy, and sometimes trying, with nearly 
equal success, to comprehend the allegorical paintings 
on the lofty ceilings. Whilst I was gazing about in 
this idle way, my attention was attracted to a distant 



dby Google 



94 XHE ART OF BOOlC-MAKING. 

door, at the end of a suite of apartments. It was 
closed, but every now and then it would open, and 
some Strange favoured being, generally clothed in black, 
would steal forth and glide through tiie rooms, without 
noticing any of the surrounding objects. There was 
an air of mystery about this that piqued my languid 
curiosity, and I determined to attempt the passage of 
that strait, and to explore the tinknown regions that 
lay beyond. The door yielded to my hand, with all 
that facility with which the portals of enchanted Castles 
yield to the adventurous knight-errant I found my- 
self in a spacious Chamber, surrounded with great cases 
of venerable books. Above the cases, and just under 
the cornice, were arranged a great number of quaint 
black-looking portraits of ancient authors. About the 
room were placed long tables, with Stands for reading 
and writing, at which sat many pale, cadaverous per- 
sonales, pcMing intently over dusty volumes, rummag- 
ing among mouldy manuscripts, and taking copious 
notes of their Contents. The most hushed stillness 
reigned through this mysterious apartment, excepting 
that you might hear the racing of pens over sheets of 
paper, or occasionally the deep sigh of one of these 
sages, as he shifted his position to tum over the page 
of an old folio; doubtless arising from that hoUowness 
and flatulency incident to leamed research. 

Now and then one of these personages would write 
something on a small slip of paper, and ring a bell, 
whereupon a familiär would appear, take the paper in 
profotmd silence, glide out of the room, and retum 
shortly after loaded with ponderous tomes, upon which 
the other would fall tooth and nail with famished 
voracity. I had no longer a doubt that I had hap- 
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pened upon a body of magi, deeply engaged in the 
study of occult sdences. The scene reminded me of 
an old Arabian tale of a philosopher, who was shut up 
in an enchanted library, in the bosom of a mountain 
that <^ned only once a year; where he made the 
spirits of the place obey his commands, and bring him 
books of all kinds of dark knowledge, so that at the 
end of the year, when the magic portal once more 
swung open on its hinges, he issued forth so versed in 
forbidden lore, as to be able to soar above the heads 
of the multitude, and to control the powers of nature. 

My curiosity being now fiilly aroused, I whispered 
to one of the £amiliars, as he was about to leave the 
room, and beggcd an interpretation of the stränge 
scene befbre mc. A few words were sufficient for the 
purpose. I found that these mystenous personages, 
whomihad mistaken for magi, were principally authors, 
and were in the very act of manufacturing books. I 
was, in fact, in the reading-room of the great British 
Library — an immense coUection of volumes of all ages 
and languages, many of which are now forgotten, and 
most of which are seldom read. To these sequestered 
pools of obsolete literaturey therefore, do many modern 
authors repair, and draw buckets füll of classic lore, or 
"piu-e English, undefiled," wherewith to swell their own 
scanty rills of thought 

Being now in possession of the secret, I sat down 
in a cconcr, said watched the process of this bookmanu- 
factory. I noticed one lean, bilious-looking wight, who 
sought none but the most worm-eaten volumes, printed 
in bladi Ictter. He was evidently constructing some 
work of profound enidition, that would be purchased 
by every man who wished to be thought leamed, placed 



dby Google 



96 THE ART OP BOOK-MAKING. 

upon a conspicuous shelf of bis library, or laid open 
upon bis table; but never read. I observed bim, now 
and tben, draw a large fragment of biscuit out of bis 
pocket, and gnaw; wbetber it was bis dinner, orwbetber 
be was endeavotiring to keep off tbat exbaustion of tbe 
stomacb produced by mucb pondering over dry works, 
I leave to barder students tban myself to determine. 

Tbere was one dapper Httle gentleman in brigbt- 
coloured clotbes, witb a chirping, gossiping expression 
of countenance, wbo bad all tbe appearance of an 
autbor on good terms witb bis bookseller. After con- 
sidering bim attentively, I recognised in bim a diligent 
getter up of miscellaneous works, wbicb bustled off well 
witb tbe trade. I was curious to see bow be manu- 
factured bis wares. He madß more stir and sbow of 
business tban any of tbe otbers; dipping into various 
books, fiuttering over tbe leaves of manuscripts, taking 
a morsel out of one, a morsel out of anotber, "line 
upon line, precept upon precept, bere a little and tbere 
a little." Tbe Contents of bis book seemed to be as 
beterogeneous as tbose of tbe witcbes' cauldron in 
Macbetb. It was bere a finger and tbere a tbumb, toe 
of frog and blind-worm's sting, witb bis own gossip 
poured in like "baboon's blood," to make tbe medley 
«tbick and slab." 

After all, tbougbt I, may not tbis pilfering disposi- 
tion be implanted in autbors for wise purposes? may 
it not be tbe way in wbicb Providence bas taken care 
tbat tbe seeds of knowledge and wisdom sball be pre- 
served fi^om age to age, in spite of tbe inevitable decay 
of tbe works in wbicb tbey were first produced? We 
see tbat nature bas wisely, tbougb wbimsically, pro- 
vided for tbe conveyance oif seeds from dime to clinie 
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in thc maws of certain birds; so that animals, which, 
in themselves, are littie better than Carrion, and ap- 
paxently the lawless plunderers of the orchard and the 
com-field, are, in fact, Nature's cairiers to disperse and 
perpetuate her blessings. In like manner, the beauties 
and fine thoughts of ancient and obsolete authors are 
caught up by these flights of predatory writers, and 
cast forth again to flourish and bear fruit in a remote 
and distant tract of time. Many of their works, also 
undergo a kind of metempsychosis, and spring up under 
new forms. What was formerly a ponderous history, 
revives in the shape of a romance — an old legend 
changes into a modern play — and a sober philosophical 
treatise fumishes the body for a whole series of bouncing 
and sparkling essays. Thus it is in the dearing of our 
American woodlands; where we bum down a forest of 
stately pines, a progeny of dwarf oaks Start up in their 
place: and we never see the prostrate trank of a tree 
mouldering into soil, but it gives birth to a whole tribe 
of fungi. 

Let US not, then, lament over the decay and oblivion 
into which ancient writers descend; they do but sub- 
mit to the great law of nature, which declares that all 
sublimary shapes of matter shall be limited in their 
duration, but which decrees, also, that their Clements 
shall never perish. Generation after generation, both 
in animal and vegetable life, passes away, but the vital 
principle is transmitted to posterity, and the species 
continue to flourish. Thus, also, do authors beget 
authors; and having produced a numerous progeny, in 
a good old age they sleep with their fathers, that is to 
say, with the authors who preceded them — and. from 
whom they had stolen. 

Tlks Sketch Book, 7 
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Whilst I was mdulging in these rambling fandet 
I had leaned my head agamst a pile. of reverend folios. 
Whether it was owing ta the soporific emanations from 
these works; cm: to the profbünd qmet ©f the room; or 
to th« lassitude arising from HMch wandering; or to 
an unlucky habit of napping at impitjper times and 
places, with which I am gricvously afflicted; so it was, 
that I feil into a doze. Still, however, my imagination 
continued busy, and indeed the same scene remained 
before my mind*s eye, only a littie changed in some of 
the detaüs. I dreamt that the Chamber was still de- 
corated with the pcartraits of aiKient authors, but that 
the nmnber was increased. The IcMig tables had dis- 
appeared, and in place of tte sage magi, I beheld a 
ragged, threadbaare throng, suidi as may be seen plying 
about that great repository of cast*off dothes, Mon- 
mouth Street Whenever they seized upon a book, by 
one of those incongruities common to dreams, me- 
thomght it tmued into a garment oC fioreign or antique 
fashion, with which they proceeded to equip themsehr«. 
I noticed, however, that no one pretended to clothe him- 
self from any particular suit, but took a sleeve ftom one, 
a cape from another, a skirt from a third, thus decking 
himself out piece-meal, while some of his original lags 
would peep out fiiom among his borrowed finery. 

There was a portly, rosy, well-fed parson, whom I 
observed ogling several mouldy pdemical writers limaugh 
an eye-^ass. He soon contrived to slip on liie volu- 
minous mantle of one of the old fiathers, and having 
purloined the grey beard of another, endeavoured to 
look exceedingly wise; but the smirking common-place 
of his countenance set at nought all Öie trappings of 
wisdom. One sickly-looking gentleman was busied 
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embroidering a very flimsy garment with gold thread 
drawD out of several old court dresses of the reign of 
Queen Elizabeth. Anotber bad trimmed bimseif magni- 
ficently from an illuminated manuscript, bad stuck a 
nosegay in bis bösoiki, cuUed from "Tbe Paradise of 
Dainty Devices/' and baving put Sir Pbilip Sidne/s 
bat on one side of bis bead, strutted off witb an ex- 
quisite air of vulgär elegance. A tbird, wbo was but 
of puny dimcnsions, bad bofetered bimseif out bravely 
with the spoils from several obsciure tracts of pbilo- 
sophy, so tbat he bad a very imposing front; but be 
was lamentably tatiered in rear, and I perceived tbat 
be bad patohed bis small-clotbes witb scrs^s of parch- 
ment from a Latin auitbor. 

There wcre some well-dresöed gentlemen, it is tme, 
wbo only belped tbemselves to a gern or so, wbich 
spaarkled among their own Ornaments, without edipsing 
tbem. Socae, too, seemed to contemplate tbe costumes 
of tbe old writers, meirely to imbibe tfaeir principles of 
taste, and to catch their air adid spirit; but I grieve to 
say, tbat too many were apt to array tbemselves, from 
top to toe, in the patchwork manner I bave mentioned. 
I sball not omit to speak of one genius, in drab breecbes 
and gaiters, and an Arcadian bat, wbo bad a violent 
propensity to tbe postoral^ but wbose rural wanderings 
bad been confined to tbe classic baunts of Primrose 
Hill, and tbe solitudes of tbe Regenfs Park. He bad 
decked bifidself in wreatbs atnl ribands from all tbe old 
pastoral poets; and banging bis bead on one side, went 
about witb a fatitastical lack-a-daisical air, "babbling 
abottt green fields*" But tbe personage tbat most Struck 
my attention was a pragmatical old gentleman, in 
clerical robes, witb a remarkably large and square, but 
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bald head. He entered the room wheezing and puöihg, 
elbowed his way through the throng, with a look of 
sturdy self-confidence, and having laid hands upon a 
thick Greek quarto, dapped it upon his head, and 
swept majestically away in a formidable frizzled wig. 

In the height of this Hterary masquerade, a cry 
suddenly resounded from every side of "Thievesl 
thieves!'' I looked, and lo! the portraits about the walls 
became animated! The old authors thrust out, first a 
head, then a Shoulder from the canvas, looked down 
curiously, for an instant, upon the motley throng, and 
then descended, with fiuy in their eyes, to daim their 
rifled property. The scene of scampering and hubbub 
that ensued baffles all description. The unhappy cul- 
prits endeavoured in vain to escape with the plunder. 
On one side might be seen half a dozen old monks, 
Stripping a modern professor; on another, there was 
sad devastation carried into the ranks of modern dra- 
matic writers. Beaumont and Fletdier, side by side, 
raged round the field like Castor and PoUux, and 
sturdy Ben Jonson enacted more wonders than when a 
volunteer with the army in Flanders. As to the dapper 
little Compiler of farragos, mentioned some time since, 
he had arrayed himself in as many patdies and colours 
as Harlequin, and there was as fierce a contention of 
daimants about him as about the dead body of Pa- 
trodus. I was grieved to see many men, to whom I 
had been accustomed to look up with awe and reverence, 
fain to steal oflF with scarce a rag to cover their naked- 
ness. Just then my eye was caught by the pragma- 
tical old gentleman in the Greek grizzled wig, who 
was scrambling away in sore aföight with half a score 
of authors in füll cry after him. They were dose upon 
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his haunches; in a twinkling oflf went his wig; at every 
tum some strip of raiment was peeled away; until, in 
a few moments, from his domineering pomp, he shrunk 
into a little, pursy, "chopp'd bald shot," and made his 
exit with only a few tags and rags fluttering at his bacL 

There was something so ludicrous in the catastrophe 
of this leamed Theban, that I burst into an immoderate 
fit of laughter, which broke the whole illusion. The 
tumult and the scuffle were at an end. The Chamber 
resumed its usual appearance. The old authors shrunk 
back into their picture-firames, and hung in shadowy 
solemnity along the walls. In short, I found myself 
wide awake in my comer, with the whole assemblage 
of book-worms gazing at me with astonishment. No- 
thing of the dream had been real but my burst of 
laughter, a soimd never before heard in that grave 
sanctuary, and so abhorrent to the ears of wisdom as 
to electrify the firatemity. 

The librarian now stepped up to me, and demanded 
whether I had a card of admission. At first I did not 
comprehend him, but I soon foimd that the library 
was a kind of literary "preserve," subject to game laws, 
and that no one must presume to hunt there without 
special license and permission. In a word, I stood 
convicted of being an arrant poacher, and was glad to 
make a precipitate retreat, lest I should have a whole 
pack of authors let lopse upon me. 
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**Tliough your body be confiued, 
And soft love a prisoner bound, 
Yet the beauty of 3K>ur mhid 

Neither (^eck nor ebain hath fcHjißd. 
Look out nobly, then, and dare 
Even the fetters that you wear. ** 
Fleix:hir. 

On a soft sunny moming in the genial month of 
May, I made an excursion to Windsor Castle. It is a 
proud dd pile, füll of storied and poetical interest, 
and its very extemal aspect is sufficient to inspire a 
train of fanciful and romantic associations. It rears 
its irregulär walls, and massive towers, like a mural 
crown, round the brow of a lofty ridge, waves its royal 
banner in the clouds, and looks down, with a lordly 
air, upon the surrounding world. 

On this moming the weather was of that voluptuous 
vernal kind, which calls forth all the latent rcanauce of 
a man's temparament, filling his mind with mnsic, and 
disposing him to quote poetry and dream of beauty. 
In wandering through the magnificent saloons and long 
echoing galleries of the Castle, I passed with indifference 
by whole rows of portraits of warriors and statesmen, 
but lingered in the Chamber where hang the likenesses 
of the beauties that graced the gay court of Charles 
the Second; and as I gazed upon them, depicted with 
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amorotis half-dishevelled trcsses, and the sleepy eye of 
love, I blessed the pencil of Sir Peter Lely, which 
had tiius enabled me to bask in the reflected rays of 
beauty. In traversing also the "large green courts," 
with sunshine beaming on the grey walls, and glancing 
along the velvet turf, my mind was engrossed with the 
image of the tender, the gallant, but hapless Surrey, 
and his account of his loiterings about them in his 
stripling days, when enamoured of the LadyGeraldine: — 

"With eyes cast up unto the maiden*s tower, 
With easie sighs, such as men draw in love. ** 

In this mood of mere poetical susceptibility, I visited 
the ancient Keep of the Castle, where James the First 
of Scotland, the pride and theme of Scottish poets and 
historians, was for many years of his youth detained a 
prisoner of State. It is a huge grey tower, that has 
stood the brunt of ages, and is still in good preserva- 
tion. It Stands on a mound, which elevates it above 
the other parts of the Castle, and a great flight of Steps 
leads to the interior. In the armoury, which is a Gothic 
hall fumished with weapons of various kinds and ages, 
I was shown a coat of armour hanging against the 
wall, which I was told had once belonged to James. 
From hence I was conducted up a staircase to a suite 
of apartments of faded magnificence, hung with storied 
tapestry, which formed his prison, and the scene of 
that passionate and fancifiil amour, which has woven 
into the web of his story the magical hues of poetry 
and fiction. 

The whole history of this amiable but unfbrtunate 
prince is highly romantic. At the tender age of eleven 
he was sent from home by his father, Robert HI., and 
destined for the French court, to be reared under the 
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eye of the French monaxch, secure from the treachery 
and danger that surrounded the royal house of Scot- 
land. It was his mishap, in the course of his voyage, 
to fall into the hands of the English; and he was de- 
tained prisoner by Henry IV., notwithstanding that a 
truce existed between the two countries. 

The intelligence of his capture, Coming in the train 
of many sorrows and disasters, proved fatal to his un- 
happy father. "The news," we are told, "was brought 
to him while at supper, and did so overwhelm him 
with grief, that he was almost ready to give up the 
ghost into the hands of the servants that attended him. 
But being carried to his bed-chamber, he abstained 
from all food, and in three days died of hunger and 
grief, at Rothesay." * 

James was detained in captivity above eighteen 
yearsj but, though deprived of personal liberty, he was 
treated with the respect due to his rank. Care was 
taken to instruct him in all the branches of useful 
knowledge cultivated at that period, and to give him 
those mental and personal accomplishments deemed 
proper for a prince. Perhaps, in this respect, his im- 
prisonment was an advantage, as it enabled him to 
apply himself the more exclusively to his improvement, 
and quietly to imbibe that rieh fimd of knowledge, 
and to cherish those elegant tastes, which have given 
such a lustre to his memory. The picture drawn of 
him in early life, by the Scottish historians, is highly 
captivating, and seems rather the description of a hero 
of romance than of a character in real history. He 
was well learnt, we are told, *Ho fight with the sword, 
to joust, to toumay, to wrestle, to sing and dance; he 
* Buchanan. 
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was an expert mediciner, right crafty in playing both 
of lute and harp, and sundry other instruments of music, 
and was expert in grammar, oratory, and poetry."* 

With this combination of manly and delicate ac- 
complishments, fitting him to shine both in active and 
elegant life, and calculated to give him an intense 
relish for joyous existence, it must have been a severe 
trial, in an age of bustle and chivahy, to pass the 
spring-time of his years in monotonous captivity. It 
was the good fortune of James, however, to be gifted 
with a powerfuUy poetic fancy, and to be visited in his 
prison by the choicest inspirations of the muse. Some 
minds corrode and grow inactive under the loss of 
personal liberty; others grow morbid and irritable; but 
it is the nature of the poet to become tender and 
imaginative in the loneliness of confinement. He 
banquets upon the honey of his own thoughts, and, 
like the captive bird, pours forth his soul in melody. 

'*Have you not seen the nightingale, 
A pilgrim coop*d into a cage, 
How doth she chant her wonted tale, 
In that her londy hermitage ! 
Even there her charming melcxiy doth prove 
That all her boughs are trees, her cage a groVe."** 

Indeed, it is the divine attribute of the imagination, 
that it is irrepressible, unconfinable; that when the real 
World is shut out, it can create a world for itself, and 
with a necromantic power, can conjure up glorious 
shapes and forms, and brilliant visions, to make solitude 
populous, and to irradiate the gloom of the dun^eon. 
Such was the world of pomp and pageant that lived 

* Bellenden's Translation of Hector Boece. 
•♦ Roger L'Estrange. 
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round Tasao in his dismal cell at Ferrara, when h^ 
conceiyed the sjdendid sceoes of Ms " J^nisai^n;" aod 
we may consider the ^'Kiag's Quair," composed by 
James dun^g bis captivily at Wiadsor, as another of 
those beautiful breaki^gs fcwiJi of the soul from the 
restxaint and gloom of the pris<m-bouse. 

The subjeot of the poem is bis love for the Lady 
Jane Beaufort, da^^ghtey of the Earl of Somerset, and 
a princess of the blood royal of England, of whom he 
became enamoured in the oourse of bis captivity. 
What gives it peculiar value is, that it may be con- 
sidered a transcript of the royal bard^s true fedings, 
and the story of bis real loves and fortunes. It is not 
often that sovereigns write poetry, or that poets deal 
in fact. It is ^atifying to the pride of a common 
man, to find a monarch thus suing, as it were, for ad- 
mission into his doset, aod seddng to win bis favour 
by administering to his pleasures. Ä is a proof of the 
honest equality of intellectual competition, whidi strips 
off all the trappings of factitious dignity, brings the 
candidate down to a levd with his fellow-men, and 
obliges bim to depend on bis own native powers for 
distinction. It is curious, too, to get at the history of 
a monarch's heaxt, and to find the simple affections of 
human nature throbbing under the ermine. But James 
had leamt to be a poet before he was a king: he was 
sdiooled in adversity, and reared in the Company of 
his own thoughts. Monarchs have sddom time to 
parley with their hearts, or to meditate their minds 
into poetry; and had James been brought up amidst 
the adulation and gaiety of a court, we should never, 
in all probability, have had such a poem as the Quair. 

I have been particularly interested by those parts 
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of the poem which breattie bis immediate thoughts 
conceming his Situation, or wiiich are connected with 
the apartment in the towa:. They have thus a personal 
and local charm, and are given vdth such circumstantial 
truth, as to make the reader present with the captive 
in his prison, and tiie oompanion of his meditations. 

Such is the account whidi he gives of his weari- 
ness of spirit, and of the incident that first suggested 
the idea of writing the poem. It was the still mid- 
watch of a dear moonlight night; the stars, he says, 
were twinkling as the fire in the high vault of heaven; 
and "Cjnithia rinsing her golden locks in Aquarius." 
He lay in bed wakeful and restless, and took a book 
to beguile the tedious hours. The hook he chose was 
Boetius's Consolations of Philosophy, a work populär 
among the writers of that day, and which had been 
translated by his great prototype Chaucer. From the 
high eulogium in which he indulges, it is evident this 
was one of his favourite volumes while in prison; and 
indeed it is an admirable text-book for meditation 
under adversity. It is the legaucy of a noble and en- 
during spirit, purified by sorrow and suffering, bequeath- 
ing to its successors in calamity the maxims of sweet 
morality and the trains of eloquent but simple reason- 
ing» by which it was enabled to bear up against the 
vaxious ills of life. It is a talisman, which the un- 
fortunate may treasure up in his bosom, or, like the 
good King James, may lay upon his nightly pillow. 

After closing the volume, he tums its contents over 
in his mind» and gradually falls into a fit of musing 
on the fickleness of fortune, the vicissitudes of his own 
life, and the evils that had overtaken him even in his 
tender youth. Suddenly he hears the bell ringing to 
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matins; but its sound diiming in with bis melancholy 
fancies, seems to him like a voice exhorting him to 
write his story. In the spirit of poetic errantry he de- 
termines to comply with this intimation: he therefore 
takes pen in hand, makes with it a sign of the cross 
to implore a benediction, and sallies forth into the 
fairy land of poetry. There is something extremely 
fanciful in all this, and it is interesting as fumishing 
a striking and beautiful instance of the simple manner 
in which whole trains of poetical thought are some- 
times awakened, and literary enterprises suggested to 
the mind. 

In the course of his poem he more than once be- 
wails the peculiar hardness of his fate; thus doomed 
to lonely and inactive life, and shut up from the free- 
dom and pleasure of the world, in which the meanest 
animal indulges unrestrained. There is a sweetness, 
however, in his very complaints; they are the lamenta- 
tions of an amiable and social spirit at being denied 
the indulgence of its kind and generous propensities; 
there is nothing in them harsh or exaggerated; they 
flow with a natural and touching pathos, and are per- 
haps rendered more touching by their simple brevity. 
They contrast finely with those elaborate and iterated 
repinings, which we sometimes meet with in poetry; — 
the efiusions of morbid minds, sickening imder miseries 
of their own creating, and venting their bittemess upon 
an unoflFending world. James speaks of his privations 
with acute sensibility, but having mentioned them 
passes on, as if his manly mind disdained to brood 
over unavoidable calamities. When such a spirit breaks 
forth into complaint, however brief, we are aware how 
great must be the suffering that extorts the murmur. 
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We sympathize with James, a romantic, active, and ac- 
complished prince, cut oflf in the lustihood of youth, 
from all the enterprise, the noble uses, and vigorous 
delights of life; as we do with Milton, alive to all the 
beauties of nature and glories of art, when he breathes 
forth brief, but deep-toned lamentations, over his per- 
petual blindness. 

Had not James evinced a deficiency of poetic arti- 
fice, we might almost have suspected that these lourings 
of gloomy reflection were meant as preparative to the 
brightest scene of his story; and to contrast with that 
effulgence of light and loveliness, that exhilarating ac- 
companiment of bird and song, and foliage and flower, 
and all the revel of the year, with which he ushers 
in the lady of his heart. It is this scene, in particular, 
which throws all the magic of romance about the old 
Castle keep. He had risen, he says, at day-break, ac- 
cording to custom, to escape from the dreary medita- 
tions of a sleepless pillow. "Bewailing in his Chamber 
thus alone," despairing of alljoy andremedy, "for, tired 
of thought and wo-begone," he had wandered to the 
window, to indulge the captive's miserable solace of 
gazing wistfully upon the world from which he is ex- 
cluded. The window looked forth upon a small garden 
which lay at the foot of the tower. It was a quiet, 
sheltered spot, adomed with arbours and green alleys, 
and protected from the passing gaze by trees and haw- 
thom hedges. 

"Now was there made fast by the tower's wall, 
A garden faire, and in the comers set 

An arbour green, with wandis long and small 
Railed about, and so with leaves beset 

Was all the place and hawthom hedges knet. 
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That lyf * was nonc, waDcying thcre forbye, 
That ilBgllt within scarce any wight espye. " 

**So Üdck the branckes äöd tbe leres grene, 
Bsshaded all the aileys that there were; 
A&d midst c£ every arbour might be seen 

The sharpe, grene, sweet juniper, 
Growing so fair, with branches here and there 
That as it seemed to a lyf without, 
The booghs did spread the arbomr all about. " 

"^Ancl on the small grene twistis** set 
Th« Ijrtel swete nightingales, and sung 

So loüd aad clear, the bymnis consecrate 
Of lovis use, now soft, now loud among, 

That all the garden and the Wallis rung 

Right of their seng. — " 

It was the month of May, when every thing was in 
bloom; and he interprets Üie song of the nightingale 
into the language of his enamoured feeling. 

* * Worship» all ye that lovers be, this May, 
For of your bliss the kalends are begun, 
And sing with us, away, Winter away, 

Come, Summer, come, the sweet season and sufi. ** 

As he gazes on the scene, and listens to the notes 
of the birds, he gradually lapses into one of those 
tender and undefinable reveries which fiU the youthful 
bosom in this delicious season. He wonders what this 
love may be, of which he has so oflen read, and which 
thus seems breathed forth in the quickening breath of 
May, and melting all nature into ecstacy and song. If 
it really be so great a felicity, and if it be a boon thus 
generally dispensed to the most insignificant of beings, 
why is he alone cut oiF from its enjoyments? — 

• Ly/, person. 

♦♦ Twistis, small boughs or twigs. 
Note, —The language of the quotations is generally modemized. 
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"Oft would I think, O Lord, what may this bc, 
That lovie is of sudi noblB myght and kynde? 

Lovtng his ii^ke, and such prosp^eritee 

Is it of him,, as we in books do find : 
May he oure hertes selten* and unbynd: 

Hath he upon our hertes such maistrye? 

Or is all this bvt feynit fatitasye?'* 

"Fbr giff he be of so grete exceUencc, 

Thai he of efery wight hath core asd chaige, 
What hare 1 gilt** to him, or dcme oßense, 
That I am thral*d, and birdis go at large?" 

In the midst of his musing, as he casts his eyes down- 
ward, he beholds "the fairest and the freshest young 
floure" that ever he had seen. It is the lovely Lady 
Jane Walking in the garden to enjoy the beauty of that 
"fresh May morrowe.** Breaking thus suddenly upon 
his sight in the mcÄnent of loneliness and excited 
susceptibility, she at once captivsäes the fancy of the 
romantic prince, and becomes the object of his wander- 
ing wishes, the sovereign of his ideal world. 

There is, in this charming scene, an evident re- 
semblance to the early part of Chaucer's Knighf s Tale; 
where Palamon and Arcite fall in love with Emilia, 
whom they see Walking in the garden of their prison. 
Perhaps the similarity of the actual fact to the incident 
which he had read in Chaucer may have induced 
James to dwell on it in his poem. His description of 
the Lady Jane is given in the pictiuresque and minute 
manner of his master; and being doubtless taken from 
the life, may be considered as a perfect portrait of a 
beauty of that day. He dwells, with the fondness of 
ä lover, on every article of her apparel, from the net 

• Selten, incline. 
♦* Gilt, what injury have I done, &c. 
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of pearl, splendent with emeralds and sapphires, that 
confined her golden hair, even to the "goodly chaine 
of small orfeverye"* about her neck, whereby there 
hung a ruby in shape of a heart, that seemed, he says, 
like a spark of fire buming upon her white bosom. 
Her dress of white tissue was looped up to enable her 
to walk with more freedom. She was accompanied by 
two female attendants, and about her sported a little 
hound decorated with bells; probably the small Italian 
hound, of exquisite symmetry, whidi was a parlour 
favourite and pet among the fashionable dames of 
ancient times. James doses his description by a burst 
of general eulogium: — 

"In her was youth, beauty, with humble port, 
Bountee, richesse, and womanly feature; 
God better knows than my pcn can report, 
Wisdom, largesse,** estate,*** and cunningf sure, 
In every point so guided her measure, 

In Word, in deed, in shade, in coimtenance, 
That nature might no more her child advance. " 

The departure of the Lady Jane from the garden puts 
an end to this transient riot of the heart With her 
departs the amorous illusion that had shed a temporary 
charm over the scene of his captivity, and he relapses 
into loneliness, now rendered tenfold more intolerable 
by this passing beam of unattainable beauty. Through 
the long and weary day he repines at his unhappy lot, 
and when evening approaches, and Phoebus, as he 
beautifuUy expresses it, had "bad farewell to every 
leaf and flower," he still lingers at the window, and, 
laying his head upon the cold stone, gives vent to a 
mingled flow of love and sorrow, until, gradually luUed 

* Wrought gold. •• Largesse^ boiinty. 

•♦* Estatty dignity. f Cunningy discretion. 
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hy the mute melancholy of the twilight höur, he lapses 
"half sleeping, half swoon," into a vision, which oc- 
cupies the remainder of the poem, and in which is 
allegorically shadowed out the history of his passion. 

When he wakes from his trance, he rises from his 
stony pillow, and, padng his apartment, füll of dreary 
reflections, questions his spirit whither it has been 
wandering; whether, indeed, all that has passed before 
his dreaming fancy has been conjured up by preced- 
ing drcumstances; or whether it is a vision, intended 
to comfort and assure him in his despondency. If the 
latter, he prajrs that some token may be sent to con- 
firm the promise of happier days, given him in his 
slumbers. Suddenly a turtle-dove, of the purest white- 
ness, comes flying in at the window, and alights upon 
his hand, bearing in her bill a brauch of red gilli- 
flower, on the leaves of which was written, in letters 
of gold, the following sentence: 

Awakel awake! I bring, lover, I bring 
The newis glad that blissfhl is, and sure 

Of thy comfort; now laogh, and play, and sing^ 
For in the heaven decretit is thy eure. 

He receives the brauch with mingled hope and 
dread; reads it with rapture; and this, he says, was the 
first token of his succeeding happiness. Whether this 
is a mere poetic fiction, or whether the Lady Jane did 
actually send him a token of her favour in this 
romantic way, remains to be determiued accordiug to 
the faith or fancy of the reader. He concludes his 
poem, by intimating that the promise couveyed in die 
vision and by the flower is fiilfilled, by his beiug re- 
stored to liberty, and made happy in the possession of 
Jthe sovereign of his heart^ 

n^ SheUk Bo9k, S 
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Sudi iö the poetical accoant given by James of hitf 
löve adrentiöres m Windsor Casrtle. How much of it 
is absolute fact, and how mudi the embellishment of 
fancy, it is fruitless to conjecture: do not, howcver, let 
US alwäys consider whatever is romäntic as incompatible 
with real life; bot kt us sometimes take a poet at his 
word. I have noticed mcrely sudi parts of the poem 
as were immediately connected with the tower, and 
have passed ovtt a lajge port, which was in the al- 
legorical veift, so much cuHivated at that day. The 
language, of course, is quaint and ontiquated, so that 
the beauty of many of its golden phrases will icarcely 
be perceived at the present day; but it is impossible 
not to be charmed with the genuine sentiment, the 
delightful artlessness and urbanity, which prevail 
throughout it. Hie descriptions of naturö, too, with 
which it is embellished, xre given willi a truth, a dis- 
crimination, and a freshness, worthy of the most culti- 
vated periods of the art. 

As an amatory poem, it is edifying, in these days 
of coarser thinking, to notice the nature, refinement, 
and exquisite delicacy which pervade it, banishing 
every gross thought or immodest expression, and pre- 
senting female loveliness, dothed in all its diivalrous 
attributes of almost supematural purity and grace. 

James flourished nearly about the time of Qiaucer 
and Gower, and was evidenüy an admirer and studier 
of their writings. ibideed, in one of his stanzas, he 
acknowledges tigern as his masters; and, in some parts 
of hiä poem we find traceft öf similarity to their pro- 
ductions, more especiaJly to those of Chauoer. There 
are always, however, general features of resemblance 
in the works of contemporary aothors, which are not 
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SO mtidi borrowed from eadi other as from the times. 
Writers, likc becs, toll their swccts in the wide w(»:ld: 
they incorporate with thcir own conceptions the anec- 
dotes aad thoughts which are current in sodety; and 
thus each generation has some features in common, 
characteristic of the age in which it lived. 

James, in fact, belongs to one of the most brilliant 
eras of our literary history, and establishcs the daims 
of his country to a participaticm in its primitive honours. 
Whilst a small duster of Ikiglish writers are constantly 
cited as the fathers of our verse, the name of their 
great Scottish compeer is apt to be passed over in 
silence; but he is evidcntly worthy of beii^ enrolled 
in that little ccmstellation of remote but never-failing 
luminaries, who shine in the highest finnament of 
literature, and who, like mcniiing stars, sang together 
at the bright dawning o( British poesy. 

Such of my readeis as may not be familiär with 
Scottish history (though the manner in which it has of 
late been woven with captivating fiction has made it a 
universal study) may be curious to leam something 
of the subsequent history of James, and the fortunes 
of his love. His passion for the Lady Jane, as it 
was the solace of his captivity, so it facilitated his 
release, it being imagined by the court that a con- 
nexion with the blood royal of England would attach 
him to its own interests. He was ultimately restored 
to his liberty and crown, having previously espoused 
the Lady Jane, who accompanied him to Scotland, and 
made him a most tender and devoted wife. 

He found his kingdom in great confusion, the 
feudal chieftains having taken advantage of the 
troubles and irregularities of 9r long interregnum to 

8* 
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strengthen themselves in their possessions, and place 
themselves above the power of the laws. James sought 
to found the basis of bis power on the afifections of 
bis people. He attached the lower Orders to bim by 
the reformation of abuses, the temperate and equitable 
administration of justice, the encouragement of the arts 
of peace, and the promotion of every thing that could 
diffuse comfort, competency, and innocent enjoyment 
througb the humblest ranks of society. He mingled 
occasionally among the common people in disguise; 
visited their firesides; entered into their cares, their 
pursuits, and their amusements; informed himself of 
their mecbanical arts, and how they could best be 
patronized and improved; and was thus an all- 
pervading spirit, watching with a benevolent eye over 
the meanest of his subjects. Having in this generous 
manner made himself strong in the hearts of the com- 
mon people, he tumed himself to curb the power of 
the factious nobility; to Strip them of those dangerous 
immunities which they had usurped; to punish such as 
had been guilty of flagrant ofiences; and to bring the 
whole into proper obedience to the crown. For some 
time they bore this with outward Submission, but 
secret impatience and brooding resentment. A con- 
spiracy was at length formed against his life, at the 
head of which was his own uncle, Robert Stewart, 
Earl of Athol, who, being too old himself for the per- 
petration of the deed of blood, instigated his grandson, 
Sir Robert Stewart, together with Sir Robert Graham, 
and others of less note, to commit the deed. They 
broke into his bedchamber at the Dominican Convent, 
near Perth, where he was residing, and barbarously 
murdered him by oft-repeated wounds. His faithful 
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queen rashing to throw her tender body between him 
and the sword, was twice wounded in the ineffectual 
attempt to shield him jfrom the assassin; and it was 
not until she had been fordbly tom from his person, 
that the mvirder was accomplished. 

It was the recoUection of this romantic tale of 
former times, and of the golden little poem which had 
its birthplace in this tower, that made me visit the old 
pile with more than common interest The suit of 
armour hanging up in the hall, richly gilt and em- 
bellished as if to figure in the toumay, brought the 
image of the gallant and romantic prince vividly be- 
fore my imagination. I paced the deserted Chambers 
where he had composed his poem; I leaned upon the 
window, and endeavovired to persuade myself it was 
the very one where he had been visited by his vision; 
I looked out upon the spot where he had first seen the 
Lady Jane. It was the same genial and joyous month; 
the birds were again vying with each other in strains 
of liquid melody; every thing was bursting into Vege- 
tation, and budding forth the tender promise of the 
year. Time, which delights to obliterate the stemer 
memorials of human pride, seems to have passed lightly 
over this little scene of poetry and love, and to have 
withheld his desolating hand. Several centuries are 
gone by, yet the garden still flourishes at the foot of 
the tower. It occupies what was once the moat of the 
keep; and though some parts have been separated by 
dividing walls, yet others have still their arbours and 
shaded walks, as in the days of James, and the whole 
is sheltered, blooming, and retired. There is a charm 
about a spot that has been printed by the footsteps of 
departed beauly, and consecrated by the inspirations 
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of the poet, which is hei^teaedi rather thaa unpairedy 
by the lapse of ages. It is, iadeed, the gifit of poetry 
to hallow every place in which it moves; to breathe 
round nature an odour more exquisite than the per- 
fume of the rose, and to shed over it a tint more 
magical than the blush of moming. 

OÖiers may dwcU on the illustrious deeds of James 
as a warrtor and a kgislator; but I have delighted to 
view him merely as the c<Mnpanion of his fellow-men, 
the bencfactor of the human heart, stooping from his 
high estate to sow the sweet flowers of poetry and 
song in the paths of commcm life. He was the first 
to cultivate tiie vigorous and hardy plant of Scottish 
genius, which has since become so prolific of the most 
wholesome and highly flavoured fruit He carried with 
him into the stemer regions of the north all the fertiliz- 
ing arts of southem refinement. He did every thing 
in his poww to win his countrymen to the gay, the 
elegant, and gentle arts, which soften and refine the 
character of a people, and wreathe a grace round the 
loftiness of a proud and warlike spirit. He wrote many 
poems, whidi, unfortunately for the frdness of his fame, 
are now lost to the world; one, which is still preserved, 
called "Christ'« Kirk of the Green," shows how dili- 
gently he had made himself acquainted with the rustic 
Sports and pastimes, which constitute such a source of 
kind and social feeling among the Scottish peasantry; 
and with what simple and happy humour he could 
enter into their enjoyments. He contributed greatly 
to improve the national music; and traces of his tender 
sentiment, and elegant taste, are said to exist in those 
witching airs, still piped among the wild mountains 
and lonely ^ens of Sootland. He has thus connected 
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his Image with whatever is most gracious and cndear- 
ing in the national character; he has embalmed his 
memory in song, and floated his name to after-ages in 
the ridi stream of Scottish melody. The recollection 
of these things was kindling at my heart, as I paced 
the silent scene of^his imprisonment I have visited 
Vauduse with as much enthusiasm as a pilgrim would 
Visit the shrine at Ix)retto; but I have never feit more 
poetical devotion than when contempLating the old 
tower and the litüe garden at Windsor, and musing 
over the romantic loves of the Lady Jane and the 
Royal Poet of Scotland. 
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THE COUNTRY CHURCH. 



" — A gentleman! 
What, o*er the woolpack? or the sugar ehest? 
Or lists of velvet? which is*t, pound, or yard, 
You vend your gentry by?" 

Beggar^s Bush, 

There are few places more favourable to the study 
of character than an English country chvircL I was 
once passing a few weeks at the seat of a friend, who 
resided in the vicinity of one, the appearance of which 
particularly Struck my fancy. It was one of those rieh 
morseis of quaint antiquity which give such a peculiar 
charm to English landscape. It stood in the midst of 
a county filled with ancient families, and contained, 
within its cold and silent aisles, the congregated dust 
of many noble generations. The interior walls were 
incrusted with monuments of every age and style. The 
light streamed through Windows dimmed with armorial 
bearings, richly emblazoned in stained glass. In various 
parts of the church were tombs of knights, and high- 
bom dames, of gorgeous workmanship, with their 
effigies in coloured marble. On every side the eye 
was Struck with some instance of aspiring mortalily; 
some haughty memoxial which human pride had erected 
over its kindred dust, in this temple of the most humble 
of all religions. 

The congregation was composed of the neighbour- 
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ing people of rank, who sat in pews sumptuously lined 
and cushioned, and fumished with richly gilded prayer- 
books; of the villagers and peasantry, who filled the 
back-seats, and a small gallery beside the organ; and 
of the poor of the parish, who were ranged on benches 
in the aisles. 

The Service was performed by a snuffling, well-fed 
vicar, who had a snug dwelling near the church. He 
was a privileged guest at all the tables of the neigh- 
bovirhood, and had been the keenest fox-hunter in the 
county; until age and good living had disabled him 
from doing any thing more than ride to see the hounds 
throw off, and make one at the hunting dinner. 

Under the ministiy of such a pastor, I found it 
impossible to get into the train of thought suitable to 
the time and place; so having, like many other feeble 
Christians, compromised with my conscience by laying 
the sin of my own delinquency at another person's 
threshold, I occupied myself by making observations 
on my neighbours. 

I was as yet a stranger in England, and curious to 
notice the manners of its fashionable classes. I found, 
as usual, that there was the least pretension where 
there was the most acknowledged title to respect I 
was particularly Struck, for instance, with the family of 
a nobleman of high rank, consisting of several sons 
and daughters. Nothing could be more simple and 
unassuming than their appearance. They generally 
came to church in the plainest equipage, and often on 
foot The young ladies would stop and converse in 
the kindest manner with the peasantry, caress the chil- 
dren, and listen to the stories of the humble cottagen. 
Their countenances were open and beautifiüly fair^ 
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with an expression of high refinement, but, at the 
same time, a frank cheerfulness, and an engaging 
affability. Their brothers were tall, and elegantly 
formed. They were dressed fashionably, biit simply; 
with strict neatness and prc^riety, but without any 
mannerism or foppishness. Their whole demeanour 
was easy and natural, with that lofty grace and noble 
frankness, which bespeak free-bom souls that have 
never been checked in their growth by £eelings of in- 
feriority. Thcre is a healthful hardiness about real 
dignity, that never dreads contact and communion with 
others, however humble. It iß only spurious pride that 
is morbid and sensitive, and shrinks from every touch. 
I was pleased to see the manner in which they would 
converse with the peasantry about those rural concems 
and field-sports, in which tiie gentlemen of this country 
so much delight In these conversations, there was 
neither haughtiness on the one part, nor scrvility on 
the other; and you were only reminded of the differ- 
ence of rank by the habitual respect of the peasant. 

In contxast to these, was the family of a wealthy 
Citizen, who had amassed a vast foröme; and, having 
purchased the estate and mansion of a ruined noble- 
man in the neighbourhood, was endeavouring to as- 
sume all the style and dignity of an hereditajy lord of 
the soil. The family always came to church en princc 
They were roUed majestically along in a carriage em- 
blazoned with arms. The crest glittered in silver 
radiance from every part of the hamess where a crest 
could possibly be {äaced. A fat coachman in a three- 
comered hat richly laced, and a flaxen wig, curling 
close round his rosy face, was seated on the box, with 
a sleek Danish dog beeide him. Two footmen, in gor- 
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geous liverieSy with huge bouquets, and gokl-headed 
canes, lolled bdiind. The carriage rose and sank on 
its long Springs with peculiar stateliness of motion. 
The very horses champed their bits, arched their necks, 
and glanced their eyes more proudly than common 
horses; either because they had caught a little of the 
family feeling, or were reined up more tightly than 
ordinary. 

I couM not but admire the style with which this 
splendid pageant was brought up to the gate of the 
churchyard. There was a vast efiect produced at the 
tuming of an angle of the wall; — a great smacking of 
the whip; straining and scrambling of the horses; glis- 
tening of hamess, and flashing of wheels through 
gravd. This was the mcHnent of txiumph and vain- 
glory to the ooachman. The horses were urged and 
checked until they were fretted into a foam. They 
threw out their feet in a prancing trot, dashing about 
pebbles at every step. The crowd of villagers saunter- 
ing quietly to church opened predpitately to the right 
and left, gaping in vacant admiration. On reaching 
the gate, the horses were pulled up with a suddenness 
that produced an immediate stopf and almost threw 
them on their haunches. 

There was an extraordinary hurry of the footmen 
to alight, c^n the door, pull down the Steps, and pre- 
pare every thing for the descent on eaxth of this august 
family. The old dtizen first emerged his round red 
face from out the door, looking about him with the 
pQmpous air of a man aocustomed to rule on 'Chaii^e, 
and shake the Stock Market with a nod. His consort, 
a fine, iSeshy, comfortable dame, followed him. There 
seemedy I must confess, but litde pride in her oompo- 
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sition. She was the picture of broad, honest, vulgär 
enjoyment. The world went well with her, and she 
liked the world. She had fine clothes, a fine house, a 
fine carriage, fine chüdren, everything was fine about 
her: it was nothing but driving about, and visiting and 
feasting. Life was to her a perpetual revel; it was one 
long Lord Mayor's day. 

Two daughters succeeded to this goodly couple. 
They certainly were handsome; but had a supercilious 
air, that chilled admiration, and disposed the spectator 
to be critical. They were ultra-fashionables in dress; 
and though no one could deny the richness of their 
decorations, yet their appropriateness might be ques- 
tioned amidst the simplicity of a country church. They 
descended loftily jfrom the carriage, and moved up the 
line of peasantxy with a Step that seemed dainty of 
the soil it trod on. They cast an excursive glance 
around, that passed coldly over the burly faces of the 
peasantry, until they met the eyes of the nobleman's 
family, when their countenances immediately brightened 
into smiles, and they made the most profound and 
elegant courtesies; which were retumed in a manner 
that showed they were but slight acquaintances. 

I must not forget the two sons of this aspiring 
Citizen, who came to chvirch in a dashing curricle, with 
outriders. They were arrayed in the extremity of the 
mode, with all that pedantry of dress which marks the 
man of questionable pretensions to style. They kept 
entirely by themselves, eyeing every one askance that 
came near them, as if measuring his Claims to re- 
spectability; yet they were without conversation, except 
the exchange of an occasional cant phrase. They 
even moved artificially; for their bodies, in compliance 
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with the caprice of the day, had been disdplined into 
the absence of all ease and jfreedom. Art had done 
ever3rthing to accomplish them as men of fashion, but 
nature had denied them the nameless grace. They 
were vulgarly shaped, like men formed for the com- 
mon piuposes of life, and had that air of supercilious 
assumption which is never seen in the true gentleman. 

I have been rather minute in drawing the pictures 
of these two families, becau^e I considered them spe- 
cimens of what is often to be met with in this country 
— ^the unpretending great, and the arrogant little. I 
have no respect for titled rank, miless it be accom- 
panied with true nobility of soul; but I have remarked, 
in all countries where artificial distinctions exist, the 
very highest classes are always the most courteous and 
imassuming. Those who are well assured of their own 
Standing are least apt to trespass on that of others; 
whereas nothing is so offensive as the aspirings of vul- 
garity, which thinks to elevate itself by humiliating its 
neighbour. 

As I have brought these families into contrast, I 
must notice their behaviour in church. That of the 
nobleman's family was quiet, serious, and attentive. 
Not that they appeared to have any fervour of devo- 
tion, but rather a respect for sacred things, and sacred 
places, inseparable from good breeding. The others, 
on the contrary, were in a perpetual flutter and whisper: 
they betrayed a continual consciousness of finery, and 
a sorry ambition of being the wonders of a rural con- 
gregation. 

The old gentleman was the only one really atten- 
tive to the Service. He took the whole bürden of 
family devotion upon himself, Standing holt upright, 
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and uttering the responses with a loüd voice, that 
might be heard all over the church. It was evident 
that he was one of those thorough church-and-king 
men, who connect the idea of devotion and loyalty; 
who consider the Deity, somehow or other, of the gov- 
emment party, and religion "a very excellent sort of 
thing, that onght to be cottntenanced and kept np." 

When he joined so loudly in the Service, it seemed 
more by way of example to the lower Orders, to show 
them that, though so great and wealthy, he was not 
above being religious; as I have seen a tartle-fed alder- 
man »wallow publicly a basin of charity sonp, smadcing 
his lips at every mouthful, and pronoimcing it "excel- 
lent food for the po<M-." 

Wh«i the Service was at an end, I was amous to 
witness the several exits o€ my groups. The young 
noblemeft aöd their sisters, as the day was fine, pre- 
ferred strölling home a<TOss the fields, diatting with 
the cöttotry people as they wtnt The others departed 
as they came, in grand parade. Again were the equi- 
ps^es wheekd up to the gate. Thcre was again the 
smaclring öf whips, the clattering of hoofs, and the 
giittering of hamess. The horses started off almost at 
a boond; the villagers again hurried to right and left; 
the wheels threw up a cloud of dnst; and the aspiring 
fmiify was rapt out of sight in a whirlwind. 
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THE WIDOW AND HER SON. 



'^ Pittic dd age, wfdÜA whose siiii'er haires 
Hönoor and rarereiice evermore have re%n'd/* 
Marlowb's Tamburlaine, 

DintiNG my residence in thc cotintry, I used fre- 
quently to attend at the old vilkge church. Its sha- 
dowy aisles, its mouldering monoments, its dark oaken 
paneüing, all reverend with tbe gloom of departed 
years, secmed to fit it for Ük haunt of solenm medita- 
tion. A Sirnday, too, in the country, is so holy in its 
repose; such a pensive quiet reigns over the face of 
nature, that every restless passion is charmed down, 
and um fed all the natural religion of the soul gently 
springing iq) within us. 

''Sweet daj, so pw«, so calni, so bright, 
Thft bvkha of the earth and sky!'' 

I 6xi not p-etend to be what is called a de- 
vout man; but there are feelings that visit me in a 
countiy church, aznid the beautiful serenity of nature, 
idiich I experience nowhere eise; and if not a more 
religious» I Üiink I am a better man on Sunday, than 
on any other day of the seven. 

But in Ulis church I fielt myself continually thrown 
back upon the world by the fr^^idity and pomp of Üie 
poor Worms around me. The only being that seemed 
thoroughly to feel ite humble and prostrate piety of a 
true Christian, was a poor decrepit okl woman, bendiog 
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under the weight of ycars and infirmities. She bore 
the traces of something better than abject poverty. 
The lingerings of decent pride were visible in her ap- 
pearance. Her dress, though humble in the extreme, 
was scrupulously dean. Some trivial respect, too, had 
been awarded her, for she did not take her seat among 
the village poor, but sat alone on the Steps of the 
altar. She seemed to have survived all love, all friend- 
ship, all Society; and to have nothing left her but the 
hopes of heaven. When I saw her feebly rising and 
bending her aged form in prayer — ^habitually conning 
her prayer-book, which her palsied hand and failing 
eyes would not permit her to read, but which she evi- 
dently knew by heart — ^I feit persuaded that the falter- 
ing voice of that poor woman arose to heaven far be- 
fore the responses of the derk, the swell of the organ, 
or the chanting of the choir. 

I am fond of loitering about country churches, and 
this was so delightfully situated, that it frequently at- 
tracted me. It stood on a knoU, round which a small 
stream made a beautiful bend, and then woimd its 
way through a long reach of soft meadow scenery. The 
church was surroimded by yew-trees, which seemed al- 
most coeval with itself. Its tall Gothic spire shot up 
lightly from among them, with rooks and crows gener- 
ally wheeling about it I was seated there one still 
sunny moming, watching two labourers who were dig- 
ging a grave. They had chosen one of the most re- 
mote and neglected comers of the churchyard; where, 
from the number of nameless graves around, it would 
appear that the indigent and friendless were huddled 
into the earth. I was told that the new-made grave 
was for the only son of a poor widow. While I was 
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meditating on the distinctions of worldly rank, which 
extend thus down into the very dust, the toll of the 
bell announced the approach of the fimeral. They 
were the obsequies of poverty, with which pride had 
nothing to do. A cofHn of the plainest materials, with- 
out pall or other covering, was bome by some of the 
villagers. The sexton walked before with an air of 
cold indifiference. There were no mock moumers in 
the trappings of affected woe; but there was one real 
moumer who feebly tottered after the corpse. It was 
the aged mother of the deceased — ^the poor old woman 
whom I had seen seated on the Steps of the altar. She 
was supported by a humble friend, who was endeavour- 
ing to comfort her. A few of the neighbouring poor 
had joined the train, and some children of the village 
were running hand in band, now shouting with unthink- 
ing mirth, and now pausing to gaze, with childish cu- 
riosity, on the grief of the moumer. 

As the fimeral train approached the grave, the 
parson issued from the church-porch, arrayed in the 
siuplice, with prayer-book in hand, and attended by 
the Clerk. The service, however, was a mere act of 
charity. The deceased had been destitute, and the 
survivor was penniless. It was shuffled through, there- 
fore, in form, but coldly and unfeelingly. The well- 
fed priest moved but a few Steps jfrom the church- 
door; his voice could scarcely be heard at the grave; 
and never did I hear the fimeral service, that sublime 
and touching ceremony, tumed into such a frigid mum- 
mery of words. 

I approached the grave. The coffin was placed on 
the ground. On it were inscribed the name and age 
of the deceased — "George Somers, aged 26 years." 

Tke Sketch Beck, 9 
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The poor mother had bccn assisted to kneel down at 
thc hcad of it. Her withered hands were dasped, as 
if in prayer, but I could perceive by a feeble rocking 
of thc body, and a convnlsive motion of the lips, that 
she was gazing on the last relics of her son, with the 
yeamings of a mother's heart. 

The Service being ended, preparations were made 
to deposit the coffin in the earth. Therc was that 
bustling stir which breaks so harshly on the feelings 
of grief and affection: directions given in the cdd 
tones of business; the striking of spades into sand and 
gravel; which, at the grave of those we lovc, is, of all 
Sounds, the most withering. The bustie around seemed 
to waken the mother firom a wretched reverie. She 
raised her glazed eyes, and kx)ked aboirt with a faint 
wildness. As the men approached with cords to lower 
thc coffin into the grave, she wrung her hands and 
broke into an agony of grief. TTie po<Mr woman who 
attended her took her by the arm, endeavouring to 
raise hw from the earth, and to whisper something 
like consolation — "Nay, now — nay, now— don't take it 
so sorely to heart." She could only shake her head 
and wring her hands, as one not to be comforted. 

As they lowered the body into the earth, the crcak- 
ing of the cords seemed to agoniae her; but when, on 
some accidental obstruction, there was a justling in the 
coffin, all the tendemess of the mother burst forth; as 
if any härm could come to him who was far beyond 
the reach of worldly suffering! 

I could see no more — my heart swelled into my 
throat — my eyes filled with tears — I feit as if I were 
acting a barbarous part in Standing by and gazing idly 
on this scene of matemal anguish. I wandered to an- 
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oüief part of tiie churchyard, where I remained unlil 
the funeral train had dispersed. 

Whcn I saw the mother slowly and painfuUy quit- 
ting the grave, leaving behind her the remains of all 
that was dear to her on earth, and retuming to silence 
and destitution, my heart ached for her. What, thought 
I, are the distresses of the rieh! they have friends to 
soothe — pleasures to beguile — a world to divert and 
dissipate their griefs. What are the sorrows of the 
young! Their growing minds soon close above the 
wound — ^their elastic spirits soon rise beneath the pres- 
sure — their green and ductile affections soon twine 
around new objects. But the sorrows of the poor, who 
haye no outward aj^liances to soothe — ^the scxrows of 
the agedy with whom life at best is but a wintry day, 
and who can look for no after-growth of joy — ^the sor- 
rows of a widow, aged, solitary, destitute, mouming 
over an only son, the last solacc of her years; these 
are indeed sorrows which make us feel the impotency 
of consolation. 

It was some time before I left the churchyard. On 
my way homeward I met with the woman who had 
acted as comforter: shc was just retuming from accom- 
panying the motha: to her lonely habitaticm, and I 
drew from her some particulars connected with the 
aflfecting scene I had witnesscd. 

The parents of the deceased had resided in the 
village from childhood. They had inhabited one of the 
neatest cottages, and by various rural occupations, and 
the assistance of a small garden, had supported them- 
selves creditably and comfortably, and led a happy and 
blameless life. They had one son, who had grown 
up to be the staflf and pride of their age. — "Oh, Sir!" 

9* 
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Said the good woman, "he was such a cömely lad, so 
sweet-tempered, so kind to every one around him, so 
dutiful to his parents! It did one's heart good to see 
him of a Sunday, dressed out in his best, so tall, so 
straight, so cheery, supporting his old mother to church 
— for she was always fonder of leaning on George's 
arm than on her good man's; and, poor soul! she 
might well be proud of him, for a finer lad there was 
not in the country round." 

Unfortunately, the son was tempted, during a year 
of scarcity and agricultural hardship, to enter into the 
Service of one of the small craft that plied on a neigh- 
bouring river. He had not been long in this employ, 
when he was entrapped by a press-gang, and carried 
off to sea. His parents received tidings of his seizure, 
but beyond that they could leam nothing. It was the 
loss of their main prop. The father, who was already 
infirm, grew heartless and melancholy, and sunk into 
his grave. The widow, left lonely in her age and 
feebleness, could no longer support herseif, and came 
upon the parish. Still there was a kind feeling toward 
her throughout the village, and a certain respect, as 
being one of the oldest inhabitants. As no one applied 
for the cottage, in which she had passed so many 
happy days, she was permitted to remain in it, where 
she lived solitary and almost helpless. The few wants 
of nature were chiefly supplied from the scanty pro- 
ductions of her little garden, which the neighbours 
would now and then cultivate for her. It was but a 
few dajrs before the time at which these circumstances 
were told me, that she was gathering some vegetables 
for her repast, when she heard the cottage door which 
faced the garden suddenly open. A stranger came out, 
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and seemed to be looking eagerly and wildly around. 
He was dressed in seamen's dothes, was emaciated 
and ghasüy pale, and bore the air of one broken by 
sickness and hardships. He saw her, and hastened 
toward her, but his Steps were faint and faltering; he 
sank on his knees before her, and sobbed like a diild. 
The poor woman gazed upon him with a vacant and 
wandering eye — "Oh my dear, dear mother! don't you 
know yonr son? your poor boy George?^' It was indeed 
the wreck of her once noble lad; who, shattered by 
wounds, by sickness and foreign imprisonment, had, at 
length, dragged his wasted limbs homeward, to repose 
among the scenes of his childhood. 

I will not attempt to detail the particulars of such 
a meeting, where joy and sorrow were so completely 
blended: still he was alive! he was come home! he 
might yet live to comfort and cherish her old age! 
Nature, however, was exhausted in him; and if any- 
thing had been wanting to finish the work of fate, the 
desolation of his native cottage would have been suf- 
ficient He stretched himself on the pallet on which 
his widowed mother had passed many a sleepless night, 
and he never rose from it again. 

The villagers, when they heard that George Somers 
had retumed, crowded to see him, offering every com- 
fort and assistance that their humble means afforded. 
He was too weak, however, to talk — he could only look 
his thanks. His mother was his constant attendant; and 
he seemed unwilling to be helped by any other band. 

There is something in sickness that breaks down 
the pride of manhood; that soflens the heart, and brings 
it back to the feelings of infancy. Who that has 
languished, even in advanced life, in sickness and de- 
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spondenqr; who that has pined on a weary bed in the 
neglect and loneliness of a foreign land; but has thought 
on the mother "that looked on his childhood," that 
smoothed his pillow, and administered to his helpless- 
nessl Oh! there is an endiuing tendemess in the love 
of a mother to a son, that transcends all other affec- 
tions of the heart It is neither to be chilled by selfish- 
ness, nor daunted by danger, nor weakened by wOTth- 
lessness, nor stifled by ingratitude. She will sacrifice 
every comfort to his convenience; ahe will surrender 
every pleasure to his enjoyment; she will glory in his 
fame, and exult in his prosperity; — and if adversity 
overtake him, he will be the deaxer to her through mis- 
fortune; and if disgrace settle upcMi his name, she will 
still love and cherish him in spite of his disgrace; and 
if all the world beside cast him ol^ she will be all the 
World to him. 

Poor George Somers had known what it was to be 
in sickness, and none to soothe — lonely and in prison, 
and none to visit him. He could not endure his mother 
from his sight: if she moved away, his eye would follow 
her. She would sit for hours by his bed, watching him 
as he slept. Sometimes he would Start from a feverish 
dream, and look anxiously up until he saw her vener- 
able form bending over him; when he would take her 
hand, lay it on his bosom, and fall asleep with the 
tranquillity of a child. In this way he died. 

My first Impulse on hearing this humble tale of af- 
fliction, was to visit the cottage of the moumer, and 
administer pecuniary assistance, and, if possible, com- 
fort. I found, however, on inquiry, that the good feel- 
ings of the villagers had prompted them to do every 
thing that the case admitted; and as the poor know 
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best how to console each other's sorrows, I did not 
venture to intrude. 

The next Sunday I was at the village church; when, 
to my surprise, I saw the poor old woman tottering down 
the aisle to her accustomed seat on the Steps of the altar. 

She had made an effort to put on something like 
mouming for her son; and nothing could be more touch- 
ing than this struggle between pious affection and utter 
poverty: a black riband or so — a faded black hand- 
kerchief, and one or two more such humble attempts to 
express by outward signs that grief which passes show. 
When I Looked round upon the storied monuments, the 
stately hatchments, the cold marble pomp, with which 
grandeur mourned magnificently over departed pride, 
and tumed to this poor widow, bowed down by age and 
sorrow at the altar of her God, and ofFering up the prayers 
and praises of a pious, though a broken heart, I feit that 
this living monument of real grief was worth them all. 

I related her story to some of the wealthy members 
of the congregatioo, and they were moved by it They 
exerted themselves to render her Situation more com- 
fortable, and to lighten her afiiictions. It was, however, 
but smoothing a few Steps to the grave. In the course 
of a Sunday or two after, she was missed from her usual 
seat at church; and before I left the neighbourhood I 
heard, with a feelihg of satisfaction, that she had 
quietly breathed her last, and had gone to rejoin thöse 
she loved, in that world where sorrow is never known, 
and friends are never parted. 
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THE 

BOAR'S HEAD TAVERN, EASTCHEAP. 

A SHAKSPEARIAN RESEARCH. 



**A tavem is the rendezvous, the exchange, the staple of good 
fellows. I have heard my great-grandfather teil, how his great- 
grandfather should say, thiat it was an old proverb when his great^ 
great-grandfather was a child, 'that it was a good wind that blew 
a man to the wine. ' " Mother Bombie. 

It is a pious custom, in some Catholic countries, 
to honour the memory of saints by votive lights bumt 
before their pictures. The popularity of a saint, there- 
fore, may be known by the number of these offerings. 
One, perhaps, is left to moulder in the darkness of his 
little chapel; another may have a solitary lamp to throw 
its blinking rays athwart his effigy; while the whole 
blaze of adoration is lavished at liie shrine of some 
beatified father of renown. The wealthy devotee brings 
his huge luminary of wax; the eager zealot his seven- 
branched candlestickj and even the mendicant pilgrim 
is by no means satisfied that sufficient light is thrown 
upon the deceased, unless he hang up his little lamp 
of Smoking oil. The consequence is, that in the eager- 
ness to enlighten, they are often apt to obscure; and I 
have occasionally seen an unlucky saint almost smoked 
out of coimtenance by the officiousness of his followers. 

In like manner has it fared with the immortal Shak- 
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speare. Every writer considers it his bounden duty to 
light up some portion of his character or works, and to 
rescue some merit from oblivion. The commentator, 
opulent in words, produces vast tomes of dissertations; 
the common herd of editors send up mists of obscurity 
from their notes at the bottom of each page ; and every 
casual scribbler brings his farthing rushlight of eulogy 
or research, to swell the doud of incense and of smoke. 

As I honour all established usages of my brethren 
of the quill, I thought it but proper to contribute my 
mite of homage to the memory of the illustrious bard. 
I was for some time, however, sorely puzzled in what 
way I should discharge this duty. I found myself an- 
ticipated in every attempt at a new reading: every 
doubtful line had been explained a dozen different 
ways, and perplexed beyond the reach of elucidation; 
and as to iine passages, they had all been amply praised 
by previous admirers; nay, so completely had the bard, 
of late, been overlarded with panegjrric by a great 
German critic, that it was difficult now to find even a 
fault that had not been argued into a beauty. 

In this perplexity, I was one moming tuming over 
his pages, when I casually opened upon the comic 
scenes of Henry IV., and was, in a moment, completely 
lost in the madcap revelry of the Boar's Head Tavem. 
So vividly and naturally are these scenes of humour 
depicted, and with such force and consistency are the 
characters sustained, that they become mingled up in 
the mind with the facts and personages of real life. 
To few readers does it occur, that these are all ideal 
creations of a poet's brain, and that, in sober truth, no 
such knot of merry roysters ever enlivened the dull 
neighbourhood of Eastcheap. 
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For my part, I loye to give mysdf up to thc illu- 
sions of poetry. A hero of liction that ncvcr existed, 
is just as valuaUe to me as a hero of history that 
existed a thousand years since; and, if I may be ex- 
cused such an insensibility to the common ties of human 
nature, I would not give up fat Jack for half the great 
men of andent chronicle. What have the heroes of 
yore done for me, or men like me? They have con- 
quered countries of which I do not enjoy an acre; or 
they have gained laureis of which I do not inherit a 
leaf; or they have furnished examples of harebrained 
prowess, which I have neither the opportunity nor the 
indination to foUow. But, old Jack FalstaflF! — kind 
Jack Falstaff!— sweet Jack Falstaff! — has enlarged the 
boimdaries of human enjoyment: he has added vast 
regions of wit and good humour, in which the poorest 
man may revel; and has bequeathed a never-failing 
inheritance of joUy laughter, to make mankind merrier 
and better to the latest posterity. 

A thought suddenly Struck me: "I will make a pil- 
grimage to Eastcheap," said I, closing the book, "and 
see if the Old Boar's Head Tavem still exists. Who 
knows but I may light upon some legendary traces of 
Dame Quickly and her guests; at any rate, there will 
be a kindred pleasure in treading the halls once vocal 
with their mirth, to that which the toper enjoy^ in smell- 
ing to the empty cask once fiUed with generous wine." 

The resolution was no sooner formed than put in 
execution. I forbear to treat of the various adventures 
and wonders I encountered in my travels; of the haunted 
regions of Cock Lane; of the fäded glories of little 
Britain, and the parts adjacent; what perils I ran at 
Cateaton Street and Old Jewry; of the renowned Guild- 
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hall and its two stuated giants, the pride and wonder 
of the city, and the terror of all unlucky urdiins; and 
how I visited London Stone, and Struck my staff upon 
it, in Imitation of that arch rebel, Jack Cade. 

Let it suffice to say, that I at length airived at 
merryEastcheap, that ancient region of wit and wassail, 
where the very names of the streets relished of good 
cheer, as Pudding Lane bears testimcHiy even at the 
present day. For Eastcheap, says old Stow, "was al- 
ways fanK)us for its convivial doings. The cookes cried 
hot ribbes of beef roasted, pies well baked, and other 
victuals: there was clattering of pewter pots, harpe, 
pipe, and sawtrie." Alas! how sadly is the scene 
changed since the roaring da3rs of Falstaff and old 
Stow! The madcap ro)rster has given place to the 
plodding tradesman; the clattering of pots and the 
sound of "harpe and sawtrie'' to the din of carts and 
the accursed dinging of the dustman's bell; and no 
song is heard, save, haply, the strain of some syren 
from Billingsgate, chanting the eulogy of deceased 
mackerel. 

I sought, in vain, for the ancient abode of Dame 
Quickly. The only relic of it is a boar's head, carvcd 
in relief in stone, which fonnerly served as the sign; 
but, at present, is built into the parting line of two 
houses, which stand on the site of the renowned oki 
tavern. 

For the histcxry of this little empire of good fSdlow- 
ship, I was referred to a tallow-chandlcr's widow, op- 
posite, who had been bom and brought up on the q>ot, 
and was looked up to as the indisputable chronida: of 
the neighbourhood. I found h^ seated in a little back 
parlour, the window of which looked out \xpon a yard 
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about eight feet Square, laid out as a flower-garden; 
while a glass door opposite afiforded a distant peep of 
the Street, through a vista of soap and tallow candles: 
the two views, which comprised, in all probability, her 
prospects in life, and the little world in which she had 
lived, and moved, and had her being, for the better 
part of a Century. 

To be versed in the history of Eastcheap, great and 
little, from London Stone even unto the Monument, 
was, doubtless, in her opinion, to be acquainted with 
the history of the universe. Yet, with all this, she 
possessed the simplidty of true wisdom, and that 
liberal communicative disposition, which I have gener- 
ally remarked in intelligent old ladies, knowing in the 
concems of their neighbourhood. 

Her information, however, did not extend fax back 
into antiquity. She could throw no light upon the 
history of the Boards Head, from the time that Dame 
Quickly espoused the valiantPistol, until the great fire 
of London, when it was unfortunately bumt down. It 
was soon rebuilt, and continued to flourish under the 
old name and sign; until a dying landlord, Struck with 
remorse for double scores, bad measures, and other 
iniquities which are inddent to the sinftil race of pub- 
licans, endeavoured to make his peace with Heaven, 
by bequeathing the tavem to St Michaelas Qiurch, 
Crooked Lane, toward the supporting of a chaplain. 
For some time the vestry meetings were regularly held 
there; but it was observed that the old Boar never 
held up his head under church govemment He gra- 
dually dedined, and finally gave his last gasp about 
thirty years since. The tavem was then tumed into 
Shops; but she informed me, that a picture of it was 
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Still preserved in St Michaers Church, which stood just 
in the rear. To get a sight of tliis picture was now 
my determination; so, having informed myself of the 
abode of the sexton, I took my leave of the venerable 
chronicler ofEastcheap, my visit having doubtless raised 
greaüy her opinion of her legendary lore, and fumished 
an important incident in the history of her life. 

It cost me some difficulty, and much curious in- 
quiry, to ferret out the humble hanger-on to the church. 
I had to explore Crooked Lane, and divers little alleys, 
and elbows, and dark passages, with which this old 
city is perforated, like an ancient cheese, or a worm- 
eaten ehest of drawers. At length I traced him to a 
comer of a small court, surrounded by lofty houses, 
where the inhabitants enjoy about as much of the face 
of heaven as a Community of frogs at the bottom of a 
weih The sexton was a meek, acquiescing little man, 
of a bowing, lowly habit; yet he had a pleasaht twinkle 
in his eye; and, if encouraged, would now and then 
hazard a small pleasantry; such as a man of his low 
estate might venture to make in the Company of high 
churchwardens, and other mighty men of the earth. I 
found him in Company with the deputy organist, seated 
apart, like Milton's angels; discoursing, no doubt, on 
high doctrinal points, and settling the affairs of the 
church over a friendly pot of ale — for the lower classes 
of English seldom deliberate on any weighty matter 
without the assistance of a cool tankard to clear their 
understandings. I arrived at the moment when they 
had finished their ale and their argument, and were 
about to repair to the church to put it in order; so, 
having made known my wishes, I received their gr^- 
cious permission to accompany them. 
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The church of St Michael's, Crooked Lane, stand' 
ing at a short distance from Billingsgate, is enriched 
with the tombs of many fishmongers of renown; and as 
every profession has its galaxy of glory, and its con- 
stellation of great men, I presume the monument of a 
mighty fishmonger of the c^den time is regarded with 
as much reverence by succeeding generations of the 
craft, as poets feel on ccmtemplating the tomb of Virgil, 
or soldiers the monument of a Marlboroügh or a Turenne. 

I cannot but tum aside, whüe thus speaking of 
ilhistrious men, to observe that St. MichaePs, Crooked 
Lane, contains also the ashes ofthat dougfaty champion, 
William Walworth, Elnight, who so manfully dove down 
the sturdy wight, Wat Tyler, in Smithfield; a hero 
worthy of honourable blazon, as almost the <mly Lord 
Mayor on record famous for deeds of arms: — ^the sover- 
eigns of Cockney being generally renowned as the 
most pacifk: of all potentates.* 

• The following was the andent inscription on the monument 
of this worthy; which, mihappily, was destroyed in the great con- 
flagration: — 

''Hereonder lyth a man of Farne, 
William Wsdworth callyd by name: 
Fishmonger he was in lyfftime here, 
And twise Lord Maior, as in books appere; 
Who, with conrage stout and manly myght, 
Slew Jack Straw in Kyng Ridiard's sight. 
For which act done, and trew entent, 
The Kyng made him knyght incontinent; 
And gave him armes, as here you see, 
To dedare his fact and chiraldrie. 
He left this lyfF the yerc of our God 
Thirteen hondred fourscore and three odd." 
An error in the foregoing inscription has been corrected by the 
venerable Stow. "Whercas," saith he, "it hath been far spread 
abroad by vulgär opinion, that the rebel smltte^ down so manfully 
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Adjoining the chorch, in a small cemetery, imme- 
diately tmder the bade Windows of what was once the 
Boar^ Head, Stands the tombstone of Robert Pi-eston, 
whilome drawer at the tavem. It is now nearly a Cen- 
tury since this trusty drawer of good liqnor closed his 
bustling career, and was thus quietly deposited within 
call of bis customers. As I was dearing away the weeds 
from his epitaph, the little sexton drew me on one side 
with a mysterious air, and informed me in a low voice, 
that once upon a time, on a dark wintry night, when 
the wind was unruly, howling, and whistling, banging 
about doors and Windows, and twirling weathercocks, 
so that the living were firightened out of their beds, 
and even the dead could not sleep quietly in their 
graves, the ghost of honest PSreston, which happened to 
be airing itself in the churchyard, was attracted by the 
well-known call of "waiter" from the Boar's Head, and 
made its südden appearance in the midst of a roaring 
club, just as the parish derk was singing a stave from 
the "mirrie garland of Captain Death;" to the dis- 
comfiture of sundry train-band captains, and the con- 
version of an infidel attomey, who became a zealous 
Christian on the spot, and was never known to twist 
the truth afterwards, except in the way of business. 

I beg it may be remembered, that I do not pledge 
myself for the authenticity of this anecdote; though it 
is well known that the churchyards and by-comers of 
this old metropdis axe very much infested with per- 
by Sir William Walworth, the then worthy Lord Maior, was named 
Jack Straw, and not Wat Tyler, I thought good to reconcile this 
rash conceived doubt by such testimony as I find in andent and 
good recoids. The principal leaders, or captains, of the commons, 
were Wat Tyler, as the ftrst man; the second was John, or Jack, 
Straw, &c. &c"— Stow'S London. 
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turbed spirits; and every one must have heard of the 
Cock Lane ghost, and the apparition that guards the 
regalia in the Tower, which has frightened so many 
bold sentinels ahnost out of their wits. 

Be all this as it may, this Robert Preston seems to 
have been a worthy successor to the nimble-tongued 
Francis, who attended upon the revels of Prince Hai; 
to have been equally prompt with his "Anon, anon, Sir;" 
and to have transcended his predecessor in honesty; 
for Falstaflf, the veracity of whose taste no man will 
venture to impeach, flatly accuses Francis of putting 
lime in his sack; whereas, honest Preston's epitaphlauds 
him for the sobriety of his conduct, the soimdness of 
his wine, and the faimess of his measure.* The worthy 
dignitaries of the church, however, did not appear much 
captivated by the sober virtues of the tapster; the de- 
puty Organist, who had a moist look out of the eye, 
made some shrewd remark on the abstemiousness of a 
man brought up among füll hogsheads; and the little 
sexton corroborated his opinion by a significant wink, 
and a dubious shake of the head. 

• As this inscription is rife with excellent morality, I transcribe 
it for the admonition of delinquent tapsters. It is, no doubt, the 
production of some choice spirit, who once frequented the Boards 
Head. 

** Bacchus, to give the toping world surprise, 

Produced one sober son, and here he Hes. 

Though rear*d among füll hogsheads, he defy'd 

The charms of wine, and every one beside. 

O reader, if to justice thou*rt inclined, 

Keep honest Preston daily in thy mind. 

He drew good wine, took care to fill his pots, 

Had sundry virtues that excus'd his faults. 

You that on Bacchus have the like dependance^ 

Pray copy Bob in measure and attendance. " 
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Thus far my researches, though they threw much 
liglit on the faistory of tapsters, fishmongers, and "Lord 
Mayors, yet disappointed me in the great object of my 
quest, the picture of the Boards Head Tavem. No such 
painting was to be found in the church of St Michael 
"Mairy and amen!" said I, "here endethmy research!" 
So I was giving the matter up with the air of a baffled 
antiquaiy, when my friend the sexton, perceiving me 
to be curious in eveiy thing relative to the old tavem, 
oflfered to show me the choice vessels of the vestiy, 
whidi had been handed down from remote times, when 
the parish meetings were held at the Boar's Head. 
These were deposited in the parish club^*oom, which 
had been transferred, on the dedine of the ancient 
establishment, to a tavem in the neighbourhood. 

A few Steps broij^t us to the house, which Stands 
No. 12, Miles's Lane, bearing the title of "The Maswi's 
Arms," and is kept by Master Edward Honeyball, the 
"buUy-rodt" of the establishment It is (me of those 
litüe tavems which abound in the heart of the city, 
and form the centre of gossip and intelligence of the 
neighbourhood. We entored the bar-room, which was 
narrow and darkling; for in these dose lanes but few 
rays of reflected li^t are enabled to struggle down to 
the inhabitants, whose broad day is at best bat a tc^r- 
able twilight The room was partitioned into boxes, 
each containing a table spread with a dean white cloth, 
ready for dinner. This showed that the guests were of 
the good old stamp, and divided their day equally, for 
it was but just <me o'dodL At the lower end of the 
room was a dear coal fire, before which a breast of 
lamb was roasting. A row of bright brass candlesticks 
and pewter mugs glistened alcmg the mantel-piece, and 
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an old-fashioned clock ticked in one comer. There 
was something primitive in this medley of kitchen, 
parlour, and hall, that camed me back to earlier times, 
and pleased me. The place, indeed, washumble: but 
every thing had that look of Order and neatness, which 
bespeaks the superintendence of a notable English house- 
wife. A group of amphibious-looking beings, who might 
be either fishermen or sailors, were regaling themselves 
in one of the boxes. As I was a visitor of rather higher 
pretensions, I was ushered into a little misshapen back- 
room, having at least nine comers. It was lighted by 
a Skylight, fumished with antiquated leathem chairs, 
and omamented with the portrait of a fat pig. It was 
evidently appropriated to particular customers, and I 
found a shabby gentleman, in a red nose and oil-cloth 
hat, seated in one comer meditating on a half-empty 
pot of porter. 

The old sexton had taken the landlady aside, and 
with an air of profound importance imparted to her my 
errand. Dame Honeyball was a likely, plump, bustling 
little woman, and no bad Substitute for that paragon of 
hostesses, Dame Quickly. She seemed delighted with 
an opportunity to oblige; and hunying up stairs to the 
archives of her house, where the precious vessels of the 
parish dub were deposited, she retumed, smiling and 
courtes)ring, with them in her hands. 

The first she presented me was a japanned iron 
tobacco-box, of gigantic size, out of which, I was told, 
the vestry had smoked at their stated meetings, since 
time immemorial; and which was never suflfered to be 
profaned by vulgär hands, or used on common occa- 
sions. I received it with becoming reverence; but what 
was my deligbt, ^t b^holding on its cover the identical 
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painting of which I was in quest! There was displayed 
the outside of the Boards Head Tavem, and before the 
door was to be seen the whole convivial group, at table, 
in füll revel; pictured with tliat wonderftil fidelity and 
force, with which the portraits of renowned generals 
and commodores are illustrated on tobacco-boxes, for 
the benefit of posterity. Lest, however, there should 
be any nnstake, the cunning limner had warily inscribed 
the names of Prince Hai and Falstaflf on the bottoms of 
their chairs. 

On the inside of the cover was an inscription, nearly 
obliterated, recording that this box was the gift of Sir 
Richard Gore, for the use of the vestry meetings at the 
Boar's Head Tavem, and that it was "repaired and 
beautified by his successor, Mr. John Packard, 1767." 
Such is a faithful description of this august and vener- 
able relic; and I question whether the leamed Scriblerius 
contemplated his Roman shield, or the Knights of the 
Round Table the long-sought Saint-Graal, with more 
exultation. 

While I was meditating on it with enraptured gaze, 
Dame Honeyball, who was highly gratified by the in- 
terest it excited, put in my hands a drinking cup or 
goblet, which also belonged to the vestry, and was 
descended from the old Boar's Head. It bore the in- 
scription of having been the gift of Francis Wythers, 
Knight, and was held, she told me, in exceeding great 
value, being considered very " antyke." This last opinion 
was strengthened by the shabby gentleman with the red 
nose and oil-cloth hat, and whom I strongly suspect to 
be a lineal descendant from the valiant Bardolph. He 
suddenly aroused from his meditation on the pot of 
porter, and casting a knowing look at ihe goblet, ex- 

10* 
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daimed, "Ay, ay! the head don't ache now that made 
that there article!" 

The great importance attached to this memento of 
ancient revelry by modern churchwardens at first puzrled 
me: but there is nothing sharpens the apprehension so 
much as antiquarian research; for I immediately per- 
ceived that this could be no other than the identical 
"parcel-gilt goblet" on which Falstaff made his loving 
but faithless vow to Dame Quickly; and which would, 
of course, be treasured up with care among the regalia 
of her domains, as a testimony of that solemn contractu 

Mine hostess, indeed, gavc me a long history how 
the goblet had been handed down fi?om generation to 
generation. She also entertained me with many par- 
ticulars conceming the worthy vestrymen who have 
seated themselves thus qnictly on the stods of the 
ancient roysters of Eastcheap, and, like so many com- 
mentators, utter clouds of smoke in honour of Shak- 
speare. These I forbear to relate, lest my readers 
should not be as curious in these matters as myself. 
Suffice it to say, the neighbours, one and all, about 
Eastcheap, believe that Falstaflf and his merry crew 
actually Uved and revelled there. Nay, there are sevaral 
legendary anecdotes conceming him still extant among 
the oldest frequenters of the Mason's Arms, which they 
give as transmitted down from their forefathers; and 
Mr. M'Kash, an Irish hair-dresser, whose sfaop Stands 

* *'Thoa didst swear to me upon 9, parcd-gUt gobUt, sitting in 
my Dolphin Chamber, at the roimd table, by a sea-coal fire, on 
Wednesday m Whitsun-week, wben the prince broke thy head for 
likening his father to a singing man of Windsor ; thou didst swear 
to me then, as I was washhig thy wound, to many me, and make 
mc my lady, thy wife. Caast thon deny it ? "— Hsnry IV. Part II. 
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ön the site of tbe old Boards Read, has several dry 
jokes of Fat Jack's, not laid down in the books, with 
which he makes his customers ready to die of laughter. 

I now tumed to my friend the sexton to make some 
farther inquiries, but I found him sunk in pensive 
meditation. His head had dedined a little on one 
side; a deep sigh heaved from the very bottom of his 
stomach; and though I could not see a tear trembling 
in his eye, yet a moisture was evidently stealing from 
a comer of his mouth. I followed the directicMi of his 
eye through the door which stood open, and found it 
fixed wistfully on the savoury breast of lamb, roasting 
in dripping richness before Üie fire. 

I now called to mind, that, in the eagemess of my 
recondite investigation, I was keeping the poor man 
from his dinner. My bowels yeamed with sympathy, 
and putting in his hand a small token of my gratitude 
and good-will, I departed, with a hearty benediction 
on him, Dame Honeyball, and the Parish Club of 
Crooked Lane; — not forgetting my shabby, but senten- 
tious friend, in the oil-cloth hat and copper nose. 

Thus have I given a "tedious brief" account of 
this interesting research, for which, if it prove too short 
and unsatisfactory, I can only plead my inexperience 
in this branch of literature, so deservedly populär at 
the present day. I am aware that a more skilful il- 
lustrator of the immortal bard would have swelled the 
materials I have touched upon to a good merchantable 
bulk; comprising the biographies of William Walworth, 
Jack Straw, and Robert Preston; some notice of the 
eminent fishmongers of St MichaeFs; the history of 
Eastcheap, great and little; private anecdotes of Dame 
Honeyball and her pretty daughter, whom I have not 
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even mentioned; to say nothing of a damsel tending, 
the breast of lamb (and whom, by the way, I remarked 
to be a comely lass, with a neat foot and ankle); — ^the 
whole enlivened by the riots of Wat Tyler, and il- 
luminated by the great fire of London. 

All this I leave as a rieh mine, to be worked by 
future commentators; nor do I despair of seeing the 
tobacco-box, and the "parcel-gilt goblet," which I have 
thus brought to light, the subjects of future engravings, 
and almost as fruitful of voluminous dissertations and 
disputes as the shield of Achilles, or the far-famed 
Portland vase. 
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THE 

MUTABILITY OF LITERATURE. 

A COLLOQUY IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 



"I know that all beneath the moon decays, 
And what by mortals in this world is brought. 
In time's great periods shall retum to nought. 

I know that all the muse*s heavenly layes, 
With toil of Sprite which are so dearly bought, 
As idle Sounds, of few or none are sought, 

That there is nothing lighter than mere praise." 

D RUMMOND OF HaWTHORNDEN. 

There are certain half-dreaming moods of mind, 
in whidi we naturally steal away from noise and glare, 
and sedt some quiet haunt, where we may indulge cur 
reveries and build our air Castles undisturbed. In such 
a mood I was loitering about the cid grey cloisters of 
Westminster Abbey, enjoying that luxury of wandering 
thought wbdch one is apt to dignify with the napae of 
reflection; vhen suddenly an irruption of madcap boys 
from Westninster School, playing at football, broke in 
upon the m5)nastic stillness of the place, making the 
vaulted passa^es and mouldering tombs echo with their 
merriment 1 sought to take refuge from their noise 
by penetrating still deeper into the solitudes of the 
pile, and appli>d to one of the vergers for admission 
to the library. Ke conducted me through a portal rieh 
with the crumbljQg sculpture of former ages, which 
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opened upon a gloomy passage leading to the Qiapter- 
house and the Chamber in which Doomsday Book is 
deposited. Just within the passage is a small door on 
the left. To this the verger applied a key; it was 
double locked, and opened with some difficulty, as if 
seldom used. We now ascended a dark narrow stair- 
case, and passing through a second door, entered the 
library. 

I found myself in a lofty antique hall, the roof 
supported by massive joists of old English oak. It 
was soberly lighted by a row of Gothic Windows at a 
considerable height from the floor, and which appareitly 
opened upon the roofs of the doisters. An anaent 
picture of some reverend dignitary of the churck in 
his robes hung over the fire-place. Around the hall 
and in a small gallery were the books, arrangcd in 
carved oaken cases. They consisted principally of old 
polemical writers, and were much more wom ly time 
than use. In the centre of the library was a Äolitary 
table with two or three bookä on it, an inkstatd with- 
out ink, and a few pens parched by long disuse. The 
place seemed fitted for quiet study and profomd medi- 
tation. It was buried deep among the massiv walls of 
the abbey, and shut up from the tumult of the world. 
I could only hear now and then the shmts of the 
school-boys faintly swelling from the cloistirs, and the 
sound of a bell toUing for prayers, that edioed soberly 
along the roofs of the abbey. By degr^es the shouts 
of merriment grew fainter and fainter, and at length 
died away. The bell ceased to toll, ^d a profound 
silence reigned through the dusky hal)' 

I had taken down a little thick ^^arto, curiously 
bound in parchment, with brass clasj^, and seated my- 
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seif at the table in a venerable elbow-chair. Instead 
of reading, however, I was beguiled by the solemn 
monastic air, and lifeless quiet of the place, into a 
train of musing. As I looked around upon the old 
volumes in their mouldering Covers, thus ranged on 
the shelves, and apparently never disturbed in their 
repose, I could not but consider the library a kind of 
literary catacomb, where authOTS, like mummies, are 
piously entombed, and left to blacken and moulder in 
dusty oblivion. 

How much, thou^t I, has each of these volumes, 
now thrust aside with such indifference, cost some 
aching head! how many weary days! how many sleep-^ 
less nightsl How have their authors buried themselves 
in the aolitude of cells and cloisters; shut themselves 
up from the face of man, and the still more blessed 
face of nature; and devoted themselves to painful re- 
search and intense reflection! And all for what? to 
occupy an inch of dusty shelf — to have the title of 
their works read now aiwi then in a future age, by 
some drowsy churchman or casual straggler like my- 
self; and in another age to be lost, even to remem- 
brance. Such is the amount of this boasted immor- 
tality. A mere temporary rumour, a local sound; like 
the tone of that bell which has just toUed among these 
towers, Alling the ear for a moment — lingering tran- 
siently in echo — and then passing away like a thing 
that was notl 

While I sat half murmuring, half meditating these 
unprofitable speculatioös, with my head resting on my 
hand, I was thrumming with the other band upon the 
quarto, untü I accidentally loosqned the clasps; when, 
to my utter astonishment, the little book gave two or 
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three yawns, like one awaking from a deep deep; then 
a husky hem; and at length began to talk. At first 
its voice was very hoarse and broken, being much 
troubled by a cobweb which some studious spider had 
woven across it; and having probably contracted a 
cold from long exposure to the chills and damps of 
the abbey. In a short time, however, it became more 
distinct, and I soon found it an exceedingly fluent, 
conversable little tome. Its language, to be sure, was 
rather quaint and obsolete, and its pronunciation, what, 
in the present day, would be deemed barbarous; but I 
shall endeavour, as far as I am able, to render it in 
modern parlance. 

It began with railings about the neglect of the 
World — about merit being suffered to languish in ob- 
scurity, and other such common-place topics of literary 
repining, and complained bitterly that it had not been 
opened for more than two centuries; that the Dean 
only looked now and then into the library, sometimes 
took down a volume or two, trifled with them for a 
few moments, and then retumed them to their shelves. 
"What a plague do they mean," said the little quarto, 
which I began to perceive was somewhat choleric, — 
"what a plague do they mean by keeping several 
thousand volumes of us ^ut up here, and watched by 
a set of old vergers, like so many beauties in a harem, 
merely to be looked at now and then by the Dean? 
Books were written to give pleasure and to be enjoyed; 
and I would have a rule passed that the Dean should 
pay each of us a visit at least once a-year; or if he is 
not equal to the task, let them once in a while tum 
loose the whole school of Westminster among us, that 
at any rate we may now and then have an airing.'' 
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**Softly, my worthy friend," replied I; "you are not 
aware how much better you are off than most books of 
your generation. By being stored away in this andent 
library, you are like the treasured remains of those 
saints and monarchs which lie enshrined in the ad- 
joining chapels; while the remains of their contemporaiy 
mortals, left to the ordinaiy course of nature, have long 
since retumed to the dust" 

"Sir," Said the little tome, ruffling his leaves and 
looking big, "I was written for all the world, not for 
the bookworms of an abbey. I was intended to cir- 
culate firom hand to hand, like other great contem- 
poraiy works; but here have I been clasped up for 
more than two centuries, and might have silently fallen 
a prey to these worms that are playing the very ven- 
geance with my intestines, if you had not by chance 
given me an opportunity of uttering a few last words 
before I go to pieces." 

"My good friend," rejoined I, "had you been left 
to the circulation of which you speak, you would long 
ere this have been no more. To judge from your 
physiognomy, you are now well stricken in years: very 
few of your contemporaries can be at present in exis- 
tence; and those few owe their longevity to being im- 
mured like yourself in old libraries; which, suffer me 
to add, instead of likening to harems, you might more 
properly and gratefuUy have compared to those infir- 
maries attached to religious establishments, for the 
benefit of the old and decrepit, and where, by quiet 
fostering and no employment, they often endure to an 
amazingly good-for-nothing old age. 

"You talk of your contemporaries as if in circula- 
tion — ^where do you meet with their works? what do 
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we hear of Robert Grosteste of Lincdn? No one could 
have toiled harder than he for immortality. He is said 
to have written nearly two hundred volumes. He built, 
as it were, a pyramid of books to perpetuate his name; 
but, alas! the pyramid has long since fallen, and only 
a few fragments are scattered in various libraries, where 
they are scarcely disturbed even by the antiquarian. 
What do we hear of Giraldus Cambrensis, the historian, 
antiquarian, philosopher, theologian, and poet? He 
declined two bishoprics that he might shut himself up 
and write for posterity; but posterity never enquires 
after his labours. What of Henry of Huntingdon, who, 
besides a leamed History of England, wrote a treatise 
on the contempt of the world, which the world has 
revenged by forgetting him? What is quoted of Joseph 
of Exeter, styled the miracle of his age in classical 
composition? Of his three great heroic poems one is 
lost for ever, excepting a mere fragment: the others 
are known only to a few of the curious in literature; 
and as to his love verses and epigrams, they have en- 
tirely disappeared. What is in current use of John 
Wallis, the Franciscan, who acquired the name of the 
tree of life? Of William of Malmsbury; of Simeon of 
Durham; of Benedict of Peterborough; of John Hanvil 
of St. Albans; of— ?" 

"Prithee, friend," cried the quarto, in a testy tone, 
"how old do you think mc? You are talking of authors 
that lived long before my time, and wrote either in 
Latin or French, so that they in a manncr expatriated 
themselves, and deaerved to be forgotten;* but I, Sir, 

♦ **In Latin and French hath many soueraine wittes had great 
delyte to endite, and have many noble things fulfilde, but certes 
there ben some Üiat speaken tiiek poisye in Fr^ch, of vrhkch 
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was ushered into the world from the press of tlie 
roiowtied W)mkyn de Woixie. I was written in my 
own native tongue at a time when the language had 
become fixed; and indeed I was considered a model 
of pure and elegant English." 

(I should observe that these remarks were couched 
in such intolerably antiquated terms, that I have had 
infinite difficulty in rendering them into modern 
phraseolo^.) 

"I cry your mercy," said I, "for mistaking your 
age; but it matters little; almost all the writers of your 
time have likewise passed into forgetfulness; and De 
Worde's publications are mere literary rarities among 
book-coUectors. The purity and stability of language, 
too, on which you found your Claims to perpetuity, 
have been the faUacious dependence of authors of 
every age, even back to the times of the worthy Robert 
of Gloucester, who wrote his history in rhymes of 
mongrel Saxon.* Even now many talk of Spenser's 
'weil of piffe English undefiled,' as if the language 
ever sprang from a well or fountain head, and was 
not rather a mere confluence of various tongues, per- 
petually subject to changes and intermixtures. It is 

speche the Frenchmen have as good a fantasye as we have in hearyng 
of Frenchmen's Englishe. " — Chaucer's Testament qfJLove. 

♦ HoUnshed, in his Chronicle, observes, "Afterwards, also, by 
diügent travell of Geffry Chaucer and of John Gowre, in the time 
of Richard the Second, and after them of John Scogan and John 
Lydgate, monke of Berrie, our said toong was brought to an excel- 
lent passe, notwithstanding that it never came unto the type of per- 
fection untii the time of Queen Elizabeth, wherein John Jewell, 
Bishop of Sarum, John Fox, and sundrie leamed and excellent 
writers have Mly accompli^ed the omature of the same, to their 
.^eat praise and immortal commendation," 
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this which has made English literature so extreuaeljr 
mutable, and the reputation built upon it so fleeting. 
Unless thought can be committed to something more 
permanent and unchangeable than such a medium, 
even thought must share the fate of everything eise, 
and fall into decay. This should serve as a check 
upon the vanity and exultation of the most populär 
"writer. He finds the language in which he has em- 
barked his fame gradually altering, and subject to the 
dilapidations of time and the caprice of fa^on. He 
looks back and beholds the early authors of his country, 
once the favourites of their day, supplanted by modern 
writers. A few short ages have covered them with 
obscurity, and their merits can only be relished by the 
quaint taste of the book-worm. And such, he anti- 
cipates, will be the fate of his own work, which, how- 
ever it may be admired in its day, and held up as a 
model of purity, will in the course of years grow anti- 
quated and obsolete; until it shall become almost as 
unintelligible in its native land as an Egyptian obelisk, 
or one of those Runic inscriptions, said to exist in the 
deserts of Tartary. I declare," added I, with some 
emotion, "when I contemplate a modern library, filled 
with new works in all the bravery of rieh gilding and 
binding, I feel disposed to sit down and weep; like 
the good Xerxes, when he surveyed his army, pranked 
out in all the splendour of military array, and reflected 
that in one hundred years not one of them would be 
in existence!" 

"Ah!" said the little quarto, with a heavy sigh, "I 
See how it is; these modern scribblers have superseded 
all the good old authors. I suppose nothing is read 
now-a-days but Sir Philip Sidney's Arcadia, Sackville's 
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stately plscys^ and Minor for Magistrates, or the finc- 
spun euphuisms of the *unparalleled John Lyly/" 

"There you are again mistaken," saidl; **thewriters 
whom you suppose in vogue, because they happened 
to be so when you were last in circulation, have long 
since had their day. Sir Philip Sidne3r's Arcadia, the 
immortality of which was so fondly predicted by his 
admirers,^ and which, in truth, is fuU of noble thoughts, 
delicate images, and gracefid tums of language, is now 
scarcely ever mentioned. Sadcville has strutted into 
obscurity; and even Lyly, though his writings were 
once the delight of a court, and apparently perpetuated 
by a proverb, is now scarcely known even by name. 
A whole crowd of authors who wrote and wrangled at 
the time have likewise gone down, with all their writ- 
ings and their controversies. Wave after wave of suc- 
ceeding literature has rolled over them, until they are 
buried so deep, that it is only now and then that some 
industrious dr^er after fragments of antiquity brings 
up a specimen for the gratification of the curious. 

"For my part," I continued, "I consider this muta- 
bility of language a wise precaution of Providence for 
the benefit of the world at large, and of authors in 
particular. To reason fixnn analogy; we daily behold 
the varied and beautifiil tribes of vegetables springing 
up, flourishing, adoming the fields for a short time, 

♦ **Live ever sweete booke, the silver Image of his gentle witt, 
and the golden pillar of his noble courage; and ever notify unto the 
World tl^t thy writer was the secretary of eloqnence, the breath of 
the muses, the honey-bee of the dayntiest flowcrs of witt and arte, 
the pith ofmorale and intellectual virtues, Üie arme of BeUona in the 
field, the tongue of Suada in the Chamber, the spirite of Practise in 
esse, and the paragon of excellency in print. " 

Harvbv's Pierc^s SuptrerogaHon, 
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and then fading into dust, to make way for their suc- 
cessors. Were not this the case, the fecundity of nature 
would be a grievance instead of a blessing. The earth 
would groan with rank and excessive Vegetation, and 
its siuface become a tangled wildemess. In like man- 
ner the works of genius and leaming decline, and 
make way for subsequent productions. Language 
graduaUy varies, and with it fade away the writmgs 
of authors who have flourished their allotted time: 
otherwise, the careative powers of genius would over- 
stock the World, and the mind would be completely 
bewildered in the endless mazes of literature. Formerly 
there were some restraints on this excessive multipli- 
cation. Works had to be transcribed by hand, which 
was a slow and laborious Operation: they were written 
either on parchment, which was expensive, so that one 
work was often erased to make way for another; or on 
papyrus, which was fragile and extremely perishable. 
Authorship was a limited and unprofitable craft, pur- 
sued chiefly by monks in the leisure and solitude of 
their cloisters. Hie accumulation of manuscripts was 
slow and costly, and confined almost entirely to ntionas- 
teries. To these circumstances it may, in some mea- 
sure, be owing that we have not been inundated by 
the intellect of antiquity; that the fountains of thought 
have not been broken up, and modern genius drowned 
in the deluge. But the inventions of paper and the 
press have put an end to all these restraints. They 
have made evoy one a writer, and enabled every mind 
to pour itself into print, and diffuse itself over the 
whole intellectual world. The consequences are aJarm- 
ing. Hie stream of literature has swollen into a torrent 
— augmented into a river— expanded into a sea. A few 
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penturies since, five or six hundred manuscripts con^ 
stituted a great library; but what would you say to 
libraries such as actuaJly exist, containing three and 
four himdred thousand volumes; legions of authors at 
the same time busy; and the press going on with fear- 
fully increasing activity, to double and quadruple the 
number? Unless some unforeseen mortality should 
break out among the progeny of the Muse, now that 
she has become so prolific, I tremble for posterity. I 
fear the mere fluctuation of language will not be suf- 
ficient Criticism may do much. It increases with 
the increase of literature, aiid resembles one of those 
salutary checks on population spoken of by economists. 
All possible encouragement, therefore, should be given 
to the growth of critics, good or bad. But I fear all 
will be in vain; let criticism do what it may, writers 
will write, printers will print, and the world will in- 
evitably be overstocked with good books. It will soon 
be the employment of a Ufetime merely to leam their 
names. Many a man of passable Information, at the 
present day, reads scarcely anything but Reviews; and 
before long a man of erudition will be little better 
than a mere Walking catalogue." 

"My very good Sir," said the little quarto, yawning 
most drearily in my face, "excuse my interrupting you, 
but I perceive you are rather given to prose. I would 
ask the fate of an author who was making some noise 
just as I left the wcarld. His reputation, however, was 
considered quite temporary. The leamed shook their 
heads at him, for he was a poor half-educated varlet, 
that knew little of Latin, and nothing of Greek, and 
had been obliged to run the country for deer-stealing. 
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I think his name was Shakspeare. I prc^tnne he soon 
sunk into oblivion." 

"On the contraiy," said I, "it is owing to that very 
man that the literature of his period has experienced 
a duration beyond the ordinary term of English Ktera- 
ture. There rise authors now and then, who seem 
proof against the mutability of language, because they 
have rooted themselves in the unchanging principles 
of human nature. They are like gigantic ttees that 
we sometimes see on the banks of a stream; which, by 
thfeir vast and deep roots, penetrating through the mere 
surface, and lapng hold on the very fomidations of 
the earth, preserve the soil aromid Üiem from being 
swept away by the everflowing cmrcnt, and hold up 
many a neighbouring plant, and, perhaps, a worthless 
weed, to perpetüity. Stich is the case with Shakspeare, 
whom we behold defying the encroachments of time, 
retaining in modern use the language and literature of 
his day, and giving duration to many an indifferent 
author, merely from having flourished in his vicinity. 
But even he, I grieve to say, is gradually assuming the 
tint of age, and his whole form is over-run by a pro- 
fusion of commentators, who, like clambering vines 
and creepers, almost buiy the noble plant that upholds 
them." 

"Here the little quarto began to heave his sides 
and chuckle, until at length he broke out in a plethoric 
fit of laughter that had well nigh chocked him, by 
reason of his excessive corpulency. "Mighty well!" 
cried he, as soon as he could recover breath, "mighty 
well! and so you would persuade me that the literature 
of an ^e is to be perpetuated by a vagabond deer- 
stealer! by a man without le^iing! by a poet, forsooth 
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— a poet!" And here he wheczed forth another fit of 
laughter. 

I confess that I feit somewhat nettied at this rude- 
ness, which I ascribed to his having flourished in a 
less-polished age. I determined, nevertheless, not to 
give up my point 

"Yes," resumed I, positively, "a poet; for of all 
writers, he has the best chance for immortality. Others 
may write from the head, but he writes from the heart, 
and the heart will always understand him. He is the 
faithfiil pouTtrayer of nature, whose features are always 
the same, and always interesting. Prose writers are vo- 
luminous and unwieidy; their pages crowded with 
commonplaces, and their thonghts expanded into te- 
dioii^^ss. But with the true poet everything is terse, 
touching, or brilliant He gives the choicest thoughts 
in the choicest language. He illustrates them by every- 
thing that he sees most striking in nature and art He 
enriches them by pictures of human life, such as it is, 
passing before him. His writings, therefore, contain 
the spirit, the aroma, if I may use the phrase, of the 
age in which he lives. They are caskets which endose 
within a small compass the wealth of the language — 
its family jewels, which are thus transmitted in a por- 
table form to posterity. The setting may occasionally 
be antiquated, and require now and then to be renewed, 
as in the case of Chaucer; but the brilliancy and in- 
trinsic value of the gems continue unaltered. Gast a 
look back over the long reach of literary history. What 
vast Valleys of dulness, fiUed with monkish legends 
and academical controversies ! What bogs of theologi- 
cal speculations; what dreary wastes of metaphysics! 
Here and there only do we behold the heaven-illumined 
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bards, elevated like beacons on their widely-Separated 
heights, to transmit the pure light of poetical iutel- 
ligence from age to agc!"* 

I was just about to launch forth into eulogiums 
upon the poets of the day, when the sudden opening 
of the door caused me to tum my head. It was the 
verger, who came to inform me that it was time to 
close the library. I sought to have a parting word 
with the quarto, but the worthy little tome was silent; 
the dasps were dosed; and it looked perfectly uncon- 
sdous of all that had passed. I have been to the 
library two or three times since, and endeavoured to 
draw it into further conversation, but in vain; and 
whether all this rambling coUoquy actually took place, 
or whether it was another of those odd day-dreams to 
whidi I am subject, I have never to this moment been 
able to discover. 

♦ "Thorow earth and waters deepe, 

The pen by skill doth passe: 
And featly nyps the worldes abuse, 

And shoes us in a glässe, 
The vertu and the vice 

Of every wight al)rve; 
The honey-comb that bee doth make 

Is not so sweete in hyve, 
As are the golden leves 

That drops from poets head: 
Which doth surmount our common talke 

As faiTC as dross doth lead. " Churchyard. 
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"Here*s a few flowersl but about midnight, more: 
The herbs, that have on them cold dew o* the night, 
Are strewings fitt'st for graves — 
You were as flowers, now withered; even so 
These herb'lets shall, which we upon you strow. " 

Cymbeline. 

Among the beautifiil and simple-hearted customs of 
niral life which still linger in some parts of England, 
are those of strewing flowers before the funerals, and 
planting them at the graves, of departed friends. These, 
it is said, are the remains of some of the rites of the 
primitive church; but they are of still higher antiquity, 
having been observed among the Greeks and Romans, 
and frequently mentioned by their writers, and were, 
no doubt, the spontaneous tributes of unlettered affec- 
tion, originating long before. art had tasked itself to 
modulate sorrow into song, or story it on the monu- 
ment They are now only to be met with in the most 
distant and retired places of the kingdom, where 
fashion and innovation have not been able to throng 
in, and trample out all the curious and interesting 
traces of the olden time. 

In Glamorganshire, we are told, the bed whereon 
the corpse lies is covered with flowers, a custom alluded 
to in one of the wild and plaintive ditties of Ophelia: — 

"White his shroud as the mountain snow, 
Larded all with sweet flowers; 
Which be-wept to the grave did go, 
With trae love showers." 
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There is also a most delicate and beautiful rite 
observed in some of the remote villages of the south, 
at the funeral of a female who has died young and 
unmarried. A chaplet of white flowers is bome before 
the corpse by a young girl nearest in age, size, and 
resemblance, and is aflerwards hung up in the church 
over the accustomed seat of the deceased. These 
chaplets axe sometimes made of white paper, in imita- 
tion of flowers, and inside of them is generally a pair 
of white gloves. They are intended as emblems of the 
purity of the deceased, and the crown of glory which 
she has received in heaven. 

In some parts of the country, also, the dead axe 
carried to the grave with the singing of psalms and 
hymns: a kind of triumph, "to show," says Boume, 
"that they have finished their coürse with joy, and are 
become conquerors." This, I am informed, is observed 
in some of the northem counties, particularly in NcMrth- 
umberland, and it has a pleasing, though melancholy 
effect to heax, of a still evening, in some lonely country 
scene, the moumful melody of a funeral dirge swelling 
from a distance, and to see the train slowly moving 
along the landscape. 

**Thtts, thus, and thus, we compass round 
Thy harmlesse and unhaunted ground. 
And as we sing thy diige, we will 

The dafibdill. 
And other flowers lay upon 
The altar of our love, thy stone." 

Herrick. 

There is also a solemn respect paid by the traveller 
to the passing funeral in these sequestered places; for 
such spectacles, occurring among the quiet abodes of 
nature, sink deep into the souL As the moming train 
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ai^roadies, he pauses, uncavered, to let it go by; he 
then follows silentiy in the rear; sometimes quite to 
the grave, at other times for a fcw hundred yards, and 
having paid this tribute of respect to the deceased, tums 
and resumes his joumey. 

Tlie rieh vein of melancholy which runs through 
the Engli^ character, and gives it some of its most 
touching and ennobling graces, is finely evidenced in 
these pathetic customs, and in the solicitude shown by 
the common people for an honoured and a peacefid 
grave. The humblest peasant, whatever may be his 
lowly lot while living, is anxious that some little respect 
may be paid to his remains. Sir Tliomas Overbury, 
describing the "faire and happy milkmaid/' observes, 
"Thus lives she, and all her care is, that she may die 
in the qaing time, to ,have störe of flowers stucke upon 
her winding-sheet" The poets, too, who always breathe 
the feeling of a nation, continually advert to this fond 
solidtode about the grave. In "The Maid's Tragedy," 
by Beaumont and Fletdier, there is a beautiful instance 
of the kind, describing the capricious melancholy of a 
broken-hearted girl: — 

**When she sees a bank 
Stuck fiill of flowers, she, with a sigh, will teil 
Her servants, what a pretty j^ace it were 
To buiy Ipvers in; and make her maids 
Pluck 'em, and strew her over like a corse." 

The custom of decorating graves was once uni- 
versaÜy prevalent: osiers were careftilly bent over them 
to keep the turf tminjured, and about them were planted 
evergreens and flowers. ^We adom their graves," ssljs 
Evelyn, in his Sylva, "with flowers and redolent plants, 
just emföems of the life of man, which has been com- 
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pared in Holy Scriptures to those fading beauties, 
whose roots being buried in dishonour, rise again in 
glory." This usage has now become extremely rare 
in England; but it may still be met with in the diurch- 
yards of retired villages among the Welsh mountains; 
and I recollect an instance of it at the small town oif 
Ruthen, which lies at the head of the beautifiil vale 
of Clewyd. I have been told also by a friend, who 
was present at the funeral of a young girl in Glamor- 
ganshire, that the female attendants had their aprons 
fuU of flowers, which, as soon as the body was interred, 
they stuck about the grave. 

He noticed several graves which had been decorated 
in the same manner. As the flowers had been merely 
stuck in the ground, and not planted, they had soon 
withered, and might be seen in various states of decay; 
some drooping, others quite perished. They were 
afterwards to be supplanted by holly, rosemary, and 
other evergreens; which on some graves had grown to 
great luxuriance, and overshadowed the tomb-stones. 

There was formerly a melancholy fancifulness in 
the arrangement of these rustic offerings, that had some- 
thing in it truly poeticaL The rose was sometimes 
blended with the lily, to form a general emblem of 
frail mortality. "This sweet flower," said Evel)m, 
"bome on a brauch set with thoms, and accompanied 
with the lily, are natural hieroglyphics of our fugitive, 
umbratile, anxious, and transitory life, which, making 
so fair a show for a time, is not yet without its thoms 
and Grosses." The nature and colour of the flowers, 
and of the ribands with which they were tied, had 
often a particular rcference to the qualities or story 
of the deceased, or were expressive of the feel- 
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ings of the moumer. In an old poem, entiüed "Cory- 
don's Doleful Knell," a lover specifies the decorations 
Iie intends to use: — 

**A garland shall be framed 
By Art and Natureis skill, 
Of sundry-coloured flowers, 
In token of good-will. 

**And sundry-coloured ribands 
On it I will bestow; 
But chiefly blacke and yellowe 
With her to grave shall go. 

**I'll deck her tomb with flowers, 
The rarest ever seen; 
And with my tears as showers, 
I'U keep them fresh and green." 

The white rose, we are told, was planted at the 
grave of a virgin: her chaplet was tied with white 
ribands, in token of her spotless innocence; though 
sometimes black ribands were intermingled, to bespeak 
the grief of the survivors. The red rose was occasion- 
ally used in remembrance of such as had been re- 
maxkable for benevolence; but roses in general were 
appropriated to the graves of lovers. Evelyn teils us 
that the custom was not altogether extinct in his time, 
near his dwelling in the county of Surrey, "where the 
maiden§ yearly planted and decked the graves of their 
defiinct sweethearts with rose bushes." And Camden 
likewise remarks, in his "Britannia": "Here is also a 
certain custom, observed time out of mind, of planting 
rose-trees upon the graves, especially by the young men 
and maids who have lost their loves; so that this 
churchyard is now füll of them." 

Whenthe deceased had been unhappy in their loves, 
emblems of a more gloomy character were used, such 
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as the yew and cypress; and if flowers were strewn, 
they were of the most melancholy colours. Thus, in 
poems by Thomas Stanley, Esq. (published in 1651,) 
is the following stanza:— ^ 

**Yet strew 

Upon my dismal grave 

Such ofTerings as you have, 

Forsaken cypresse and sad yewe; 

For kinder flowers can take no birüi 

Or growth from such unhappy earth." 

In "The Maid's Tragedy," a pathetic little air is 
introduced, illustrative of this mode of decorating the 
funerals of females who had been disappointed in 
love: — 

**Lay a garland on my hearse 
Of the dismall yew, 
Maidens wiUow branches wear, 
Say I died trae. 
**My love was false, but I was firm, 
From my hour of birth; 
Upon my buried body lie 
Lightly, gentle earth. " 

The natural effect of sorrow over the dead is to re- 
fine and elevate the mind; and we have a proof of it 
in the purity of sentiment and the unajGfected elegance 
of thought which pervaded the whole of these funeral 
observances. Thus, it was an especial precaution, that 
none but sweet-scented evergreens and flowers should 
be employed. The Intention seems to have been to 
soften the horrors of the tomb, to beguile the mind 
from brooding over the disgraces of perishing mortality, 
and to associate the memory of the deceased with the 
most delicate and beautiful objects in nature. There 
is a dismal process going on in the grave, ere dust 
can retum to its kindred dust, whidi the Imagination 
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shrinks from contemplating; and we seek still to think 
of the form we have loved, with those refined associa- 
tions which it awakened when blooming before us in 
youth and beauty. "Lay her i' the earth,". says Laertes 
of his virgin sister, — 

** And from her fair and unpolluted flesh 
May -violets spring! ** 

Herrick, also, in his "Dirge of Jephtha," pours 
forth a fragrant flow of ppetical thought and image, 
which in a manner embalms the dead in the recollec- 
tions of the living: — 

"Sleep in thy peace, thy bed of spiee, 
And make this place all Paradise: 
May sweets grow here! and smoke from hence, 

Fat franklncense. 
Let balme and cassia send their scent 
From out thy maiden monument 
• « « • « 

May all shie maids at wonted hours 

Come forth to strew thy tombe with flowersi 

May virgins, when they come to mourn, 

Male incense bum 
üpon thine altarl then retum 
And leave thee sleeping in thine um. " 

I might crowd my pages with extracts from the 
older British poets, who wrote when these rites were 
more prevalent, and delighted frequently to allude to 
them; but I have already quoted more than is neces- 
sary. I cannot, however, refrain from giving a passage 
from Shakspeare, even though it should appeax trite; 
which illustrates the emblematical meaning often con- 
veyed in the$e floral tributes; and at the saoae time 
possesses that magic of language and apposit^oess of 
imageiy for which he Stands preeminent 



dby Google 



172 RURAL FÜNERALS. 

"With feirest flowers, 
Whilst summer lasts, and I live here, Fidele, 
I'll sweeten thy sad grave; thou shalt not lack 
The flower that*s like thy face, pale primrose; nor 
The azured harebell like thy veins; no, nor 
The leaf of eglantine; whom not to slander, 
Out-sweetened not thy breath. " 

There is certainly something more affecting in 
these prompt and spontaneous ofFerings of nature, than 
in the most costly monuments of art: the band strews 
the flower while the heart is wann, and the teax falls 
on the grave as afFection is binding the osier round 
the sod; but pathos expires nnder Öie slow labour of 
the chisel, and is chilled among the cold conceits of 
sculptured marble. 

It is greatly to be regretted, that a custom so truly 
elegant and touching has disappeared from general 
use, and exists onlyin the mostremote and insignificant 
villages. But it seems as if poetical custom always 
shuns the walks of cultivated society. In proportion 
as people grow polite they cease to be poetical. They 
talk of poetry, but they have leamt to check its free 
impulses, to distrust its sallying emotions, and to supply 
its most affecting and picturesque usages, by studied 
form and pompous ceremonial. Few pageants can be 
more stately and frigid than an English ftmeral in 
town. It is made up of show and gloomy parade; 
mouming carriages, mouming horses, mouming plumes, 
and hireling moumers, who make a mockery of grief. 
"There is a grave digged," Said Jeremy Taylor, "and 
a solemn mouming, and a great talk in the neighbour- 
hood, and when the daies are finished, they shall be, 
and they shall be remembered no more." The as- 
sociate in the gay and crowded city is soon forgotten; 
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tue hürrying succession of new intimates and new 
pleasures efifaces him from our minds, and the veiy 
scenes and cirdes in ^^ch he moved are incessanüy 
fluctuating. But fiinerals in the country are solemnly 
impressive. The stroke of death makes a wider space 
in the village cirde, and is an awM event in the 
tranquil uniformity of rural life. The passing-bell tolls 
its knell in every eax; it steals with its pervading me- 
landioly over every hill and vale, and saddens all the 
landscape. 

The fixed and undianging features of the country 
also perpetuate the memory of the Mend with whom 
we once enjoyed them; who was the companion of our 
most retired walks, and gave animation to every lonely 
scene. His idea is assodated with every charm of 
nature; we hear his voice in the edio whidi he once 
delighted to awaken; his spirit haunts every grove 
which he once frequented; we think of him in the wild 
upland solitude, or amidst the pensive beauty of the 
Valley. In the freshness of joyous moming, we re- 
member his beaming smiles and bounding gaiety; and 
when sober evening retums with its gathering shadows 
and subduing quiet, we call to mind many a twilight 
hour of gentle talk and sweet-souled melancholy. 

*'£ach lonely place shall him restore, 
For him the tear be duly shed; 
Beloved, tili life can charm no more; 
And moum'd, tili pit/s seif be dead.'' 

Another cause that perpetuates the memory of the 
deceased in the country, is, that the grave is more 
immediately in sight of the survivors. They pass it on 
their way to prayer; it meets their eyes when their 
hearts are softened by the exerdses of devotion; they 



dby Google 



174 KURAL FÜNERALS. 

linger about it on the Sabbath, when the mind h 
disengaged from worldly cares, and most disposed to 
tum aside from jMresent pleasures and present loves, 
and to sit down among the solemn mementos of the 
past In North Wales the peasantry kneel and pray 
over the graves of their deceased friends for several 
Sundays after the interment; and where the tender 
rite of strewing and planting flowers is still practised, 
it is always renewed on Easter, Whitsuntide, and other 
festivals, when the season brings the companicm of 
former festivity more vividly to mind. It is also in- 
variably performed by the nearest relatives and friends; 
no menials nor hirelings are employed; and if a neigh- 
bour 3delds assistance, it would be deemed an insult to 
offer compensation. 

I have dwelt upon this beautiftil rural custom, be- 
cause, as it is one of the last, so it is one of the holiest 
Offices of love. The grave is the ordeal of true aifec- 
tion. It is there that the divine passion of the soul 
manifests its superiority to the instinctive impulse of 
mere animal attachment. The latter must be con- 
tinually refreshed and kept alivc by the presence of 
its object; but the love that is scated in the soul can 
live on long remembrance. The mere indinations of 
sense languish and decline with the charms which ex- 
cited them, and tum with shuddering disgust from the 
dismal precincts of the tomb; but it is thence that 
truly Spiritual afFection rises purified from every sensual 
desire, and retums like a holy flame to illumine and 
sanctify the heart of the survivor. 

The sorrow for the dead is the only sorrow from 
which we refiise to be divorced. Every other wound 
we seek to heal — every pther affliction to forget; but 
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this wound we consider it a duty to keep open — ^tlris 
affliction we cherish and brood over in solitude. Where 
is the moüier who would willingly forget the Infant 
that perished like a blossom from her arms, though 
every recoUection is a pang? Where is Üie diild that 
would wülingly forget the most tender of parents, though 
to remember be but to lament? Who, even in the hour 
of agony, would forget the friend over whom he moums? 
Who, even when the tomb is dosing upon the remains 
of her he most loved; when he feels his heart, as it 
were, crashed in the closing of its portal; wonld accept 
of consolation that must be bought by forgetfulness? 
— No, the love which survives the tomb is one of the 
noblest attributes of the soul. If it has its woes, it has 
Hkewise its delights; and when the overwhehning burst 
of grief is calmed into the gentle tear of recoUection; 
when the sudden anguish and the convulsive agony 
Over the present ruins of all that we most loved is 
softened away into pensive meditation on all that it 
was in the days of its loveliness — who would root out 
such a sorrow from the heart? Though it may some- 
times throw a passing doud over the bright hour of 
gaiety; or spread a deeper sadness over the hour of 
gloom; yet who would exchange it, even for the song 
of pleasure, or the burst of revelry? No, there is a 
voice from the tomb sweeter than song. There is a 
remembrance of the dead to which we tum even from 
the charms of the living. Oh, the grave! — ^the grave! — 
It buries every error — Covers every defect — extinguishes 
every resentment! From its peaceftd bosom spring none 
but fond regrets and tender recoUections. Who can 
look down upon the grave even of an enemy, and not 
feel a compunctious throb, that he should ever have 
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waxred with the poor handful of eartli, that lies 
mouldering before him! 

But the grave of those we loved — ^what a place for 
meditation! There it is that we call up in long review 
the whole history of virtue and gentleness, and the 
thousand endearments lavished upon us almost un- 
heeded in the daily intercourse of intimacy — there it 
is that we dwell upon the tendemess, the solemn, aw- 
fiil tendemess of the parting scene. The bed of death, 
with all its stified griefs — its noiseless attendance — its 
mute, watchful assiduities. The last testimonies of ex- 
piring love! The feeble, fluttering, thrilling — oh, how 
thrilling! — pressure of the hand. The last fond look 
of the glazing eye tuming upon us even from the 
threshold of existence! The faint, faltering accents, 
struggling in death to give one more assurance of 
affection! 

Ay! go to the grave of buried love, and meditateJ 
There settle the account with thy conscience for every 
past benefit unrequited — every past endearment un- 
regarded, of that departed being, who can never — 
never — never retum to be soothed by thy contrition! 

If thou art a child, and hast ever added a sorrow 
to the soul, or a furrow to the silvered brow of an 
affectionate parent — if thou art a husband, and hast 
ever caused the fond bosom that ventured its whole 
happiness in thy arms to doubt one moment of thy 
kindness or thy truth — if thou art a friend, and hast 
ever wronged, in thought, or word, or deed, the spirit 
that generously confided in thee — if thou art a lover, 
and hast ever given one unmerited pang to that true 
heart which now lies cold and still beneath thy feet; — 
then be sure that every unkind look, eveiy ungracious 
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Word, every iingentle action, will come thronging back 
npon thy memory, and knocking dolefiilly at thy soul 
— ^then be sure that thou wilt lie down sorrowing and 
repentant on the grave, and utter the unheard groan, 
and pour the imavailing tear; more deep, more bitter, 
because unheard and imavailing. 

Then weave thy chaplet of flowers, and strew the 
beauties of nature about the grave; console thy broken 
spirit, if thou canst, with these tender, yet futile tributes 
of regret; but take waming by the bittemess of this 
thy contrite affliction over the dead, and henceforth 
be more faithful and affectionate in the dischaxge of 
Üiy duties to the living. 



In writing the preceding article, it was not pre- 
tended to give a füll detail of the ftmeral customs of 
Üie English peasantry, but merely to fumish a few 
hints and quotations illustrative of particular rites, to 
be appended, by way of note, to another paper, which 
has been withheld. The artide swelled insensibly into 
its present form, and this is mentioned as an apology 
for so brief and casual a notice of these usages, after 
they have been amply and leamedly investigated in 
other works. 

I must observe, also, that I am well aware that this 
custom of adoming graves with flowers prevails in other 
countries besides England. Indeed, in some it is much 
more general, and is observed even by the rieh and 
fashionable; but it is then apt to lose its simplicity, 
and to degenerate into aßectation. Bright, in his Travels 
in Lower Hungary, teils of monuments of marble, and 
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recesses formed for retirement, with seats placed among 
bowers of greenhouse plants; and that the graves gener- 
ally are covered with the gayest flowers of the season. 
He gives a casual picture of filial piety, which I cannot 
but transcribe; for I trust it is as usefiil at it is delight- 
ful, to illustrate the amiable virtuos of the sex. "When 
I was at Berlin," says he, "I followed the celebrated 
Iffland to the grave. Mingled with some pomp, you 
might trace much teal feeling. In the midst of the 
ceremony, my attention was attracted by a yöung woman 
who stood on a mound of earth, newly covered with 
turf, which she anxiously protected from the feet of the 
passing crowd. It was the tomb of her parent; and the 
figure of "this afFectionate daughter presented a monu- 
ment more striking than the most costly work of art." 
I will barely add an instance of sepnlchral decora- 
tion that I once met with among the mountains of 
Switzerland. It was at the village of Gersau, which 
Stands on the borders of the Lake of Luceme, at the 
foot of Moiint Eigi. It was once the capital of a minia- 
ture republic, shut up between the Alps and the Lake, 
and accessible on the land side only by footpaths. The 
whole force of the republic did not exceed six hundred 
fighting men; and a few miles of circumference, scooped 
out as it were from the bosom of the mountains, com- 
prised its territory. The village of Gersau seemed se- 
parated from the rest of the world, and retained the 
golden simplicity of a purer age. It had a small church, 
with a burying-ground adjoining. At the heads of the 
graves were placed crosses of wood or iron. On some 
were affixed miniatures, rudely executed, but evidently 
attempts at likenesses of the deceased. On the crosses 
were hung chaplets of flowers, some withering, others 
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fresh, as if occasionally renewed. I paused with interest 
at this scene; I feit that I was at the source of poetical 
description, for these were the beautiful but unaffected 
offerings of the heart which poets are fain to record. 
In a gayer and more populous place, I should have 
suspected them to have been suggested by factitious 
sentiment, derived from books; but the good people of 
Gersau knew little of books; there was not a novel nor 
a love poem in the village; and I question whether 
any peasant of the place dreamt, while he was twining 
a fresh chaplet for the grave of his mistress, that he 
was fulfilling one of the most fanciful rites of poetical 
devotion, and that he was praddcally a poet 
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THE INN KITCHEN. 



**Shall I not take mine ease in mine inn?" 
Falstaff, 

DuRiNG a joumey that I once made through the 
Netherlands, I had arrived one evening at the Pomme 
(TOr^ the principal inn of a small Flemish village. It 
was after the hour of the table iVhöte^ so that I was 
obliged to make a solitary supper from the relics of its 
ampler board. The weather was chilly; I was seated 
alone in one end of a great gloomy dining-room, and 
my repast being over, I had Üie prospect before me of 
a long dull evening, without any visible means of en- 
livening it I summoned mine host, and requested 
something to read; he brought me the whole literary 
stock of bis household, a Dutch family Bible, an 
Almanack in the same language, and a number of old 
Paris newspapers. As I sat dozing over one of the 
latter, reading old news and stale criticisms, my ear 
was now and then Struck with bursts of laughter which 
seemed to proceed from the kitchen. Every one that 
has travelled on the Continent must know how favourite 
a resort the kitchen of a country inn is to the middle 
and inferior Orders of travellers; particularly in that 
equivocal kind of weather, when a fire becomes agree- 
able towards evening. I threw aside the newspaper, 
and explored my way to the kitchen, to take a peep 
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at the group that appeared to be so meriy. It was 
composed parüy of travellers who had arrived some 
hours before in a diligence, and partly of the usual at- 
tendants and hangers-on of inns. They were seated 
round a great bumished stove, that might have been 
mistaken for an altar at which they were worshipping. It 
was covered with various kitchen vessels of resplendent 
brightness; among which steamed and hissed a huge 
copper tea-kettle. A large lamp threw a streng mass 
of light upon the group, bringing out many odd features 
in streng relief. Its yellow rays partially illiunined 
the spadous kitchen, djdng duskily away into remote 
comers; except where they settled a mellow radiance 
on the broad side of a flitch of bacon, or were reflected 
back from well-scoured Utensils, that gleamed from the 
midst of obscurity. A strapping Hemish lass, with 
long golden pendants in her ears, and a necklace with 
a golden heart suspended to it, was the presiding 
priestess of the temple. 

Many of the Company were fumished with pipes, 
and most of them with some kind of evening potation. 
I foimd their mirth was occasioned by anecdotes, 
which a little swarthy Frenchman, with a dry weazen 
face and large whiskers, was giving of his love-adven- 
tures; at the end of each of which there was one of 
those bursts of honest imceremonious laughter, in which 
a man indulges in that temple of true liberty, an inn. 

As I had no better mode of getting through a 
tedious blustering evening, I took my seat near the 
stove, and listened to a variety of travellers' tales, some 
very extravagant, and most very duU. All of them, 
however, have faded from my treacherous memory ex- 
cept one, which I will endeavour to relate. I fear, 
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however, it derived its chief zest from the manner In 
which it was told, and the . peculiar air and appear- 
ance of the narrator. He was a corpulent old Swiss, 
who had the look of a veteran traveller. He was 
dressed in a tamished green travelling-jacket, with a 
broad belt round his waist and a pair of Overalls, with 
buttons from the hips to the ankles. He was of a 
füll rubicund coimtenance, with a double chin, aquiline 
nose, and a pleasant twinkling eye. His hair was 
light, and curled from under an old green velvet tra- 
velling-cap stuck on one side of his head. He was 
intemipted more than once by the airival of guests, or 
the remarks of his auditors; and paused now and then 
to replenish his pipe; at which times he had generally 
a roguish leer, and a sly joke for the buxom kitchen- 
maid. 

I wish my reader could imagine the old fellow 
loUing in a huge arm-chair, one arm a-kimbo, the other 
holding a curiously-twisted tobacco-pipe, formed of 
genuine ieume de nur, decorated with süver chain and 
Silken tassel — his head cocked on one side, and a 
whimsical cut of the eye occasionally, as he related 
the foUowing story. 
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THE SPECTRE BRIDEGROOM. 

A TRAVELLER'S TALE.* 



** He that supper for is dight, 
He lyes fkU cold, I trow, this night! 
Yestreen to clmmber I him led, 
This night Gray-steel has made his bed." 

Sir Eger^ Sir Grahame^ and Sir Gray-steel. 

On the summit of one of the heights of the Oden- 
wald, a wild and romantic tract of Upper Germany, 
that lies not far from the confluence of the Maine and 
the Rhine, there stood, many, many years since, the 
Castle of the Baron Von Landshort. It is now quite 
fallen to decay, and almost buried among beech-trees 
and dark firs; above which, however, its old watch- 
tower may still be seen struggling, like the former pos- 
sessor I have mentioned, to carry a high head, and 
look down upon the neighbouring country. 

The Baron was a dry branch of the great family of 
Katzenellenbogen,** and inherited the relics of the 

• The eradite reader, well versed in good-for-nothing lore, will 
perceive that the above Tale must have been suggestcd to the old 
Swiss by a little French anecdote of a drcumstance said to have 
taken place at Paris. 

•• /*. e. Cat's Elbow. The name of a family of those parts 
very powerful in former times. The appellation, we are told, was 
given in compliment to a peerless dame of the family, celebrated 
for a fine arm. 
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property, and all the pride of his ancestors. Though 
the warlike disposition of his predecessors had much 
impaired the family possessions, yet the Baron still 
endeavoured to keep up some show of former State. 
The times were peaceable, and the German nobles, in 
general, had abandoned their inconvenient old Castles, 
perched like eagles' nests among the mountains, and 
had built more convenient residentes in the Valleys; 
still the Baron remained proudly drawn up in his 
littie fortress, cherishing, with hereditaiy inveteraqr, 
all the old family feuds; so that he was on ill terms 
with some of his nearest neighbours, on account of 
disputes that had happened between their great-great- 
grandfathers. 

The Baron had but one cMd, a daughter; but 
nature, when she grants but one child, alwa)rs com- 
pensates by making it a prodigy; and so it was with 
the daughter of the Baron. All the nurses, gossips, 
and country cousins, assured her father that she had 
not her equal for beauty in all Germany; and who 
should know better than they? She had, moreover, 
been brought up with great care under the super- 
intendence of two maiden aimts, who had spent some 
years of their early life at one of the littie German 
Courts, and were skilled in all the branches of know- 
ledge necessary to the education of a fine lady. Under 
their instructions, she became a mirade of accom- 
plishments. By the time she was eighteen, she could 
embroider to admiration, and had worked whole his- 
tories of the saints in tapestiy, with such strength of 
expression in their countenances, that they looked like 
so many souls in purgatory. She could read without 
great difficulty, and had spelled her way through 
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several church legends, and almost all the chivalric 
wonders of the Heldenbuch. She had even made con- 
siderable proficienqr in writing; could sign her own 
name without missing a letter, and so legibly that her 
aunts could read it without spectacles. She excelled 
in making little elegant good-for-nothing lady-like 
knick-knacks of all kinds; was versed in the most 
abstruse dancing of the day; played a number of airs 
on the harp and guitar; and knew all the tender bal- 
lads of the Minnelieders by heart 

Her aunts, too, having been great flirts and coquettes 
in their younger days, were admirably calculated to be 
vigilant guardians and strict censors of the conduct of 
their niece; for there is no duenna so rigidly prudent, 
and inexorably decorous, as a superannuated coquette. 
She was rarely suffered out of their sight; never went 
beyond the domains of the Castle, unless well attended, 
or rather well watched; had continual lectures read to 
her about strict decorum and imphcit obedience; and, 
as to the men — ^pah! — she was taught to hold them at 
such distance, and in such absolute distrust, that, un- 
less properly authorized, she would not have cast a 
glance upon the handsomest cavalier in the world — 
no, not if he were even dying at her feet! 

The good effects of this System were wonderfully 
apparent The young lady was a pattem of docility 
and correctness. While others were wasting their 
sweetness in the glare of the world, and liable to be 
plucked and thrown aside by every hand; she was 
coyly blooming into fresh and lovely womanhood under 
the protection of those immaculate spinsters, like a 
rose-bud blushing forth among guardian thoms. Her 
aunts looked upon her with pride and exultation; and 
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vaunted that, though all the other young ladies in the 
World might go astray, yet, thank Heaven! nothing of 
the kind could happen to the heiress of Katzenellenbogen, 

But, however scantily the Baron Von Landshort 
might be provided with children, his household was 
by no means a small one; for Providence had enriched 
him with abundance of poor relations. They, one and 
all, possessed the affectionate disposition conunon to 
humble relatives; were wonderfuUy attached to the 
Baron, and took every possible occasion to come in 
swarms and enliven Üie Castle. All family festivals 
were commemorated by these good people at the 
Baron's expense; and when they were filled with good 
cheer, they would declare that there was nothing on 
earth so delightful as these family meetings, these 
jubilees of the heart 

The Baron, though a small man, had a large soul, 
and it swelled with satisfaction at the consciousness of 
being the greatest man in the little world about him. 
He loved to teil long stories about the stark old war- 
riors whose portraits looked grimly down from the 
walls around, and he found no listeners equal to those 
who fed at his expense. He was much given to the 
marvellous, and a firm believer in all those super- 
natural tales with which every mountain and valley in 
Germany abounds. The faith of his guests exceeded 
even his own: they listened to every tale of wonder 
with open eyes and mouth, and never failed to be 
astonished, even though repeated for the himdredth 
time. Thus lived the Baron Von Landshort, the oracle 
of his table, the absolute monarch of his little territory, 
and happy, above all things, in the persuasion that he 
was the wisest man of the age. 



dby Google 



THE SPECTRE BWDEGROOM. 187 

At the time of which my story treats, there was a 
great family-gathering at the Castle, on an affair of the 
utmost importance; it was to receive the destined bride- 
groom of the Baron's daughter. A negotiation had 
been carried on between the father and an old noble- 
man of Bavaiia, to unite the dignity of their houses 
by the marriage of their children. The prelhninaries 
had been conducted with prc^er pimctilio. The young 
people were betrothed without seeing each other; and 
the time was appointed for the marriage ceremony. 
The young Count Von Altenbnrg had been recalled 
from the army for the purpose, and was actually on 
his way to the Baron's to receive his bride. Missives 
had even been received from him, from Wurzburg, 
where he was accidentally detained, mentioning the 
day and hour when he might be expected to arrive. 

The Castle was in a tumult of preparation to give 
him a suitable welcome. The fair bride had been 
decked out with uncommon care. The two aunts had 
superintended her toilet, and quarrelled the whole 
moming about every axticle of her dress. The young 
lady had taken advantage of their contest to foUow the 
bent of her own taste; and fortunately it was a good 
one. She looked as lovely as youthful bridegroom 
could desire; and the flutter of expectation height^xed 
the lustre of her charms. 

The sufflisions that mantled her face and neck, the 
gentle heaving of the bosom, the eye now and then 
lost in reverie, all betrayed the soft tumult that was 
going on in her little heart The aimts were continually 
hovering around her; Ü3fr maiden aunts axe apt to take 
great interest in affairs of this nature, They were giv- 
ing her a world of staid counsel how to deport herseif, 
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what to say, and in what manner to receive the ex- 
pected lover. 

The Baron was no less busied in preparations. He 
had, in truth, nothing exactiy to do; but he was na- 
turally a fuming, bustling Httle man, and could not 
remain passive when all Öie world was in a hurry. He 
worried from top to bottom of the castle with an air 
of infinite anxiety; he continually called the servants 
from their work to exhort them to be diligent; and 
buzzed about every hall and Chamber, as idly restless 
and importunate as a blue-bottle fly on a warm sum- 
mer's day. 

In the mean time the fatted calf had been killed; 
the forests had rung with the clamour of the hmitsmen; 
the kitchen was crowded with good cheer; the cellars 
had yielded up whole oceans oi Rhein- Wein and Ferne- 
Wein; and even the great Heidelberg tun had been 
laid under contribution. Everything was ready to re- 
ceive the distinguished guest with Saus und Braus in 
the true spirit of German hospitality — ^but the guest 
delayed to make his appearance. Hour rolled after 
hour. The sun, that had poured his downward rays 
upon the rieh forests of the Odenwald, nowjust gleamed 
along the summits of the moimtains. The Baron 
mounted the highest tower, and strained his eyes in 
hopes of catching a distant sight of the Count and his 
attendants. Once he thought he beheld them; the 
sound of homs came floating from the Valley, pro- 
longed by the mountain echoes. A number of horse- 
men were seen far below, slowly advancing along the 
road; but when they had nearly reached the foot of 
the mountain, they suddenly Struck ofF in a difFerent 
direction. The last ray of sunshine departed — the 
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bats began to flit by in the twilight — the road grew 
dimmer and dimmer to the view; and nothing appeared 
stirring in it, but now and then a peasant lagging 
homeward from bis labour. 

While the old Castle of Landshort was in this State 
of perplexity, a very interesting scene was transacting 
in a dififerent part of the Odenwald. 

The young Count Von Altenburg was tranquilly 
pursuing bis route in that sober jog-trot way, in which 
a man travels towards matrimony when bis friends have 
taken all the trouble and uncertainty of courtship off 
bis hands, and a bride is waiting for bim, as certainly 
as a dinner, at the end of bis joumey. He bad en- 
coimtered, at Wurzburg, a youtbful companion in arms, 
with whom he bad seen some service on the frontiers; 
Herman von Starkenfaust, one of the stoutest hands, 
and worthiest bearts, of German cbivalry, who was 
now retuming from the army. His fatber's Castle was 
not far distant from the old fortress of Landshort, al- 
though an hereditary feud rendered the families hostile, 
and strangers to each other. 

In the warm-bearted moment of recognition, the 
young friends related all their past adventures and 
fortunes, and the Count gave the whole bistory of his 
intended nuptials with a young lady whom he bad 
never seen, but of whose charms he bad received the 
most enrapturing descriptions. 

As the route of the friends lay in the same direc- 
tion, they agreed to perform the rest of their joumey 
together; and that they might do it the more leisurely, 
set off from Wurzburg at an early hour, the Coimt 
having given directions for his retinue to foUow and 
overtake bim. 
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They beguiled their wayfaring with recollections of 
their military scenes and adventures, but the Count 
was apt to be a little tedious, now and then, about the 
reputed charms of his bride, and the felicity that 
awaited him. 

In this way they had entered among the mountains 
of the Odenwald, and were traversing one of its most 
lonely and thicldy-wooded passes. It is well known 
that the forests of (rermany have alwajrs been as much 
infested by robbers as its Castles by spectres; and at 
this time, the former were particularly numerous, from 
the hordes of disbanded soldiers wandering about the 
country. It will not appear extraordinary, therefore, 
that the cavaliers were attacked by a gang of these 
stragglers, in the depth of the forest. They defended 
themselves with bravery, but were nearly overpowered, 
when the Count's retinue arrived to their assistance. 
At sight of them the robbers fled, but not until the 
Count had received a mortal wound. He was slowly 
and carefuUy conveyed back to the city of Wurzburg, 
and a friar summoned from a neighbouring ccmvöit 
who was famous for his skill in administering to both 
soul and body; but half of his skill was superfluous; the 
moments of the unfortunate Count were numbered. 

With his dying breath he entreated his friend to 
repair instanüy to the Castle of Landshort, and explain 
the fatal cause of his not keeping his appointment 
with his bride. Though not the most ardent of lovers, 
he was one of the most punctilious of men, and ap- 
peared eamestly solidtous that this mission should be 
speedily and courteously executed. "Unless this is 
done," Said he, "I shall not sleep quietly in my grave!" 
He repeated these last words with peculiar solemnily. 
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A request, at a moment so impressiye, admitted no 
hesitation. Starkenfaust endeavoured to soothe him to 
calmness; promised faithfully to execute his wish, and 
gave him his hand in solemn pledge. The dying man 
pressed it in acknowledgment, but soon lapsed into 
delirium — ^raved about his bride — his engagement — 
his plighted word; ordered his horse, that he might 
ride to the Castle of Landshort; and expired in the 
fancied act of vaulting into the saddle. 

Starkenfaust bestowed a sigh, and a soldier's tear, 
on the untimely fate of his comrade; and then pon- 
dered on the awkward mission he had undertaken. 
His heart was heavy, and his head perplexed; for he 
was to present himself an unbidden guest among hos- 
tile people, and to damp their festivity with tidings 
fatal to their hopes. Still there were certain whisper- 
ings of curiosity in his bosom to see this far-famed 
beauty of Katzenellenbogen, so cautiously shut up from 
the World; for he was a passionate admirer of the sex, 
and there was a dash of eccentricity and enterprise in 
his character that made him fond of all Singular ad- 
venture. 

Previous to his departiure, he made all due arrange- 
ments with the holy fratemity of the convent for the 
fimeral solemnities of his firiend, who was to be buried 
in the cathedral of Wurzburg, near some of his illus- 
trious relatives; and the mouming retinue of the Count 
took Charge of his remains. 

It is now high time that we should retum to the 
ancient family of Klatzenellenbogen, who were impatient 
for their guest, and still more for their feast; and to 
the worthy little Baron, whom we left airing himself on 
the watch-tower. 
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Night dosed in, but still no guest arrived. The 
Baron descended from the tower in despair. The ban- 
quet, which had been delayed from hour to hour, 
could no longer be postponed. The meats were already 
overdone; the cook in an agony; and the whole house- 
hold had the look of a garrison that had been reduced 
by famine. The Baron was obliged reluctantly to give 
Orders for the feast without the presence of the guest 
All were seated at table, and just on the point of com- 
mencing, when the sound of a hom from without the 
gate gave notice of the approach of a stranger. An- 
other long blast filled the old courts of the Castle with 
its echoes, and was answered by the warder from the 
walls. The Baron hastened to receive his ftiture son- 
in-law. 

The drawbridge had been let down, and the stranger 
was before the gate. He was a tall, gallant cavalier, 
mounted on a black steed. His countenance was pale, 
but he had a beaming, romantic eye, and an air of 
stately melancholy. The Baron was a little mortified 
that he should have come in this simple solitary style. 
His dignity for a moment was ruffled; and he feit dis- 
posed to consider it a want of proper respect for the 
important occasion, and the important family with 
which he was to be connected. He pacified himself, 
however, with the condusion, that it must have been 
youthful impatience which had induced him thus to 
spur on sooner than his attendants. 

"I am sorry," said the stranger, "to break in upon 
you thus unseasonably — " 

Here the Baron interrupted him with a world of 
compliments and greetings; for, to teil the truth, he 
prided himself upon his courtesy and bis eloquence. 
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The stranger attempted, once or twice, to stem the 
torrent of words, but in vain, so he bowed his head 
and suflfered it to flow on. By the time the Baron had 
come to a pause, they had reached the inner court of 
the Castle; and the stranger was again about to speak, 
when he was once more interrupted by the appearance 
of the female part of the family, leading forth the 
shrinking and blushing bride; he gazed on her for a 
moment as one entranced; it seemed as if his whole 
soul beamed forth in the gaze, and rested upon that 
lovely form. One of the maiden aunts whispered some- 
thing in her ear; she made an eöbrt to speak; her 
moist blue eye was timidly raised; gave a shy glance 
of inquiry on the stranger, and was cast again to the 
ground. The words died away; but there was a sweet 
smile pla)ring about her lips, and a soft dimpling of 
the cheek, tiat showed her glance had not been un- 
satisfactory. It was impossible for a girl of the fond 
age of eighteen, highly predisposed for love and matri- 
mony, not to be pleased with so gallant a cavalier. 

The late hour at which the guest had arrived left 
no time for parley. The Baron was peremptory, and 
deferred all particular conversation until the moming, 
and led the way to the untasted banquet. 

It was served up in the great hall of the castle. 
Around the walls hung the hard-favoured portraits of 
the heroes of the house of Katzenellenbogen, and the 
trophies which they had gained in the field and in the 
chase. Hacked corslets, splintered jousting spears, and 
tattered banners, were mingled with the spoils of sylvan 
warfare; the jaws of the wolf, and the tusks of the 
boar, grinned horribly among cross-bows and battle- 
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axes, and a huge pair of anüers branched just over 
the he^ of tbe youü^ful bridegroom. 

The cavalier took but little nptice of the Company 
or the entertainment. He scarcely tasted the banquet, 
but seemed absorbed in admiration of his bride. He 
conversed in a low tone that could not be overheard — 
for the language of love is never loud; but where is 
the female ear so dull th^t it cannot catch the softest 
whisper of the lover? There was a mingled tendemess 
and gravity in his manner, that appeared to have a 
powerful efiect upon the young lady. Her colour came 
and went as she listened with deep attention. Now 
and then she made some blushing reply, and when his 
eye was tumed away, she would steal a sidelong glance 
at his romantic countenance, ^d heave a gentle sigh 
of tender happiness, It was evident that the yoimg 
couple were completely enamoured. The aunts, who 
were deeply versed in the mysteries of the heart, de- 
dared that they had fallen in love with eadi other at 
first sight 

The feast went on merrily, or at least noisily, for 
the guests were all blessed with thoge keen appetites 
that attend uppn light purses and mountain air. The 
Baron told his best and longest stories, and never had 
he told them so well, or with such great effect If 
there was anything marvellous, his auditors were lost 
in astonishment; and if anything facetious, they were 
sure to laugh exactly in the right place. The Baron, 
it is true, like most great men, was too dignified to 
utter any joke but a dull one: it was always enforced, 
however, by a bumper of excellent Hochheimer; and 
even a dull joke, at one's own table, served up with 
joUy old wine, is irresistible. Many good things were 
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Said by poorer and keener wits, that would not bear 
repeating, except on similar occasions: many sly 
Speeche whispered in ladies' ears that i(lmo$t convulsed 
them with suppressed laughter; and a song or two 
roared out by a poor but merry and broad-feced 
cousin of the Baron, that absolutely made the maiden 
aunts hold up their fans. 

Amidst all this reveliy, the stranger guest main- 
tained a most singular and unseaaonable gravity. His 
countenance assumed a deeper cast of dejection as the 
evening advanced; and stränge as it may appear, even 
the Baxon's jokes seemed only to render hirn the more 
melancholy. At times he was lost in thought, and at 
times there was a perturbed and restless wandering of 
the eye that bespoke a mind but ill at ease. His con- 
versat^on with the bride became more and more eamest 
and m)rsterious. Louring clouds began to steal over 
the fair serenity of her brow, and tremors to run 
through her tender frame. 

All this could not escape the notice of the Company. 
Their gaiety was chilled by the unaccountable gloom 
of the bridegroom; their spirits were infected; whi^ers 
and glances were interchanged, accompanied by shrugs 
and dubious shakes of the head. The song and the 
laugh grew less and less frequent; there were dreary 
pauses in the conversation, which were at length suc- 
ceeded by wild tales and supematural legends. One 
dismal story produced another still mare dismal, and 
the Baron neaiiy frightened some of the ladies into 
hysterics with the history of the gobiin horseman that 
carried away the fair LeoncHra; a dreadful but true 
story, which has since been put into excellent verse, 
and is read and believed by all the world. 
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The bridegroom listened to this tale with profoimd 
attention. He kept his eyes steadily fixed on the 
Baron; and, as the story drew to a dose, began gradually 
to rise from his seat, growing taller and taller, until in 
the Baron's entranced eye, he seemed almost to tower 
into a giant The moment the tale was finished, he 
heaved a deep sigh, and took a solemn farewell of the 
Company. They were all amazement The Baron was 
perfectly thunderstnick. 

"What! going to leave the Castle at midnight? 
Why, everything was prepared for his reception; a 
Chamber was ready for him if he wished to retire.** 

The stranger shook his head moumfully and mys- 
teriously; "I must lay my head in a different Chamber 
to-night!" 

There was something in this reply, and the tone in 
which it was uttered, that made theBaron's heart mis- 
give him; but he rallied his forces, and repeated his 
hospitable entreaties. 

The stranger shook his head silently, but positively, 
at every offer; and, waving his farewell to the Com- 
pany, stalked slowly out of the hall. The maiden 
aunts were absolutely petrified — the bride hung her 
head, and a tear stole to her eye. 

The Baron followed the stranger to the great court 
of the Castle, where the black charger stood pawing 
the earth, and snorting with impatience. When they 
had reached the portal, whose deep archway was dimly 
lighted by a cresset, the stranger paused, and addressed 
the Baron in a hoUow tone of voice, which the vaulted 
roof rendered still more sepulchral. 

"fTow that we are alo^e," said he, "I will impart 
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to yoti the reason of my going, I have a solemn, an 
indispensable engagement — " 

"Why," Said the Baron, "cannot you send some 
one in your place?" 

**!! admits of no Substitute — ^I must attend it in 
person — ^I must away to Wurzburg cathedral — " 

**Ay," Said the Baron, plucking up spirit, "but not 
tili to-morrow — ^to-morrow you shall take your bride 
there/' 

"No! nol" replied the stranger, with tenfold so- 
lemnity, "my engagement is with no bride — ^the worms! 
the Worms expect me! I am a dead man — ^I have 
been slain by robbers — my body lies at Wurzburg — 
at midnight I am to be buried — ^the grave is waiting 
for me — ^I must keep my appointment!" 

He Sprung on his black charger, dashed over the 
draw-bridge, and the dattering of his horse's hoofs was 
lost in the whistling of the night blast 

The Baron retumed to the hall in the utmqst con- 
stemation, and related what had passed. Two ladies 
fainted outright, others sickened at the idea of having 
banqueted with a spectre. It was the opinion of some, 
that this might be the wild huntsman, famous in German 
legend. Some talked of mountain sprites, of wood 
demons, and of other supematural beings, with which 
the good people of Germany have been so grievously 
harassed since time immemorial. One of the poor 
relations ventured to suggest that it might be some 
sportive evasion of the young cavalier, and that the 
very gloominess of the caprice seemed to accord with 
so melancholy a personage. This, however, drew on 
him the indignation of the whole Company, and espe- 
dally of the Baron, who looked upon hun as little better 



dby Google 



igS THE SPECTRE BRTOEGROOM. 

than an infidel; so that he was fain to abjure his heresy 
as speedily as possible, and come into the faith of the 
trae believers. 

But whatever may have been the doubts enter- 
tained, they were completely put to an end by the ar- 
rival, next day, of regulär missives, confirming the in- 
telligence of Ihe yoimg Count's murdcr, and tds inter- 
ment in Wurzburg cathedral. 

The dismay at the Castle may well be imagined. 
The Baron shut himself up in his Chamber. The guests, 
who had come to rejoice with him, could not think of 
abandoning him in his distress. They wandered about 
the courts, or collected in groups in the hall, shaking 
their heads and shrugging their Shoulders, at the 
troubles of so good a man; and sat longer than ever 
at table, and ate and drank more stouüy Üian ever, 
by way of keeping up their spirits. But the Situation 
of the widowed bride was the most pitiable. To have 
lost a husband before she had even embraced him — 
and such a husband! if the very spectre could be so 
gracious and noble, what must have been the living 
man? She fiUed the house with lamentations. 

On the night of the second day of her widowhood 
she had retired to her Chamber, accompanied by one 
of her aunts, who insisted on sleeping with her. The 
aunt, who was one of the best tellers of ghost stories 
in all Germany, had just been recounting one of her 
longest, and had fallen asleep in the veiy midst of it. 
The Chamber was remote, and overlooked a small 
garden. The niece lay pensively gazing at the beams 
of the rising moon as they trembled on the leaves of 
an aspen tree before the lattice. The Castle clock had 
just tolled midnight, when a soft strain of music stole 
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up from the garden. She rose hastily from her bed, 
and stepped lightly to the winden. A tall figure stood 
among the shadows of the trees. As it raised its 
head, a beam of moonlight feil upon the countenance. 
Heaven and earth! ^e beheld the Spectre Bridegrooml 
A loud shriek at that moment burst npon her ear, and 
her aunt, who had been awakened by the music, and 
had foUowed her silently to the window, feil into her 
arms. When she looked again, Ihe spectre had dis- 
appeared* 

Of the two iMdalesy the aunt now reqmred the most 
soothing, for she was perfectlybeside herseif with terror. 
As to the young lady, there was something, even in the 
spectre of her lover, that seemed endeaxing. There 
was still the semblance of manly beauty; and though 
the shadow of a man is but little calcolated to satisfy 
the affections of a love-sick girl, yet, where the sub- 
stance is not to be had, even that is consoling. The 
aunt dedared she would never sleep in that diamber 
again; the niece, for once, was refiractory, and dedared 
as strongly that she would sleep in no other in the 
Castle: the consequence was, that she had to sleep in 
it alone; but she drew a promise from her aunt not to 
relate the story of the spectre, lest she should be denied 
the only melancholy pleasure left her on earth — ^that 
of inhabiting the Chamber over whidi the guardian 
shade of her lover kept its nightly vigils. 

How long the good old lady would have observed 
this promise is uncertain; for she dearly loved to talk 
of the marvellous, and there is a triumph in being the 
first to teil a Mghtful story; it is, however, still quoted 
in the neighbourhood, as a memorable instance of 
fcmale secrecy, that she kept it to herseif for a whole 
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week; when she was suddenly absolved from all further 
restraint, by intelligence brought to the breakfast table 
one moming that the young lady was not to be found. 
Her room was empty — ^the bed had not been slept in 
— ^the window was open, and the bird had flown! 

The astonishment and concem with which the in- 
telligence was received, can only be imagined by those 
who have witnessed the agitation which the mishaps of 
a great man cause among his friends. Even the poor 
relations paused for a moment from the indefatigable 
labours of the trencher; when the aunt, who had at 
first been Struck speechless, wrung her hands, and 
shrieked out, "The gobiin! the gobiin! she's cairied 
away by the gobiin!" 

In a few words she related the fearful scene of the 
garden, and conduded that the spectre must have car- 
ried off his bride. Two of the domestics corroborated 
the opinion, for they had heard the dattering of a 
horse's hoofs down the mountain about midnight, and 
had no doubt that it was the spectre on his black 
charger, bearing her away to the tomb. All present 
were Struck with the direfiil probability: for events of 
the kind are extremely common in Germany, as many 
well-authenticated histories bear witness. 

What a lamentable Situation was that of the poor 
Baron! What a heart-rending dilemma for a fond 
father, and a member of the great famüy of Katzen- 
ellenbogen! His only daughter had either been rapt 
away to the grave, or he was to have some wood-demon 
for a son-in-law, and, perchance, a troop of gobiin 
grandchildren. As usual, he was completely bewil- 
dered, and all the Castle in an uproar. The men were 
ordered to take horse, and scour every xoad and path 
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aad glen of the Odenwald. The Baron himself had 
just drawn on his jack-boots, girded on his sword, and 
was about to mount his steed to sally forth on the 
doubtful questy when he was brought to a pause by a 
new apparition. A lady was seen approaching the 
Castle, mounted on a palfrey, attended by a cavalier on 
horseback. She galloped up to the gate, sprang from 
her horse, and, falling at the Baron's feet, embraced 
his knees. It was his lost daughter, and her companion 
— ^the Spectre Bridegroom! The Baron was astounded. 
He looked at his daughter, then at the spectre, and 
abnost doubted the evidence of his senses. The latter, 
too, was wonderfully improved in his appearance, since 
his Visit to the world of spirits. His dress was splendid, 
and set off a noble figure of manly symmetry. He was 
no longer pale and melancholy. His fine countenance 
was flushed with the glow of youth, and joy rioted in 
his large dark eye. 

The mystery was soon deared up. The cavalier 
(for, in truth, as you must have known all the while, 
he was no gobiin) announced himself as Sir Herman 
von Starkenfaust He related his adventure with the 
young Count He told how he had hastened to the 
Castle to deliver the unwelcome tidings, but that the 
eloquence of the Baron had interrupted him in every 
attempt to teil his tale. How the sight of the bride 
had completely captivated him, and that to pass a few 
hours near her, he had tacitly suffered the mistake to 
continue. How he had been sorely perplexed in what 
way to make a decent retreat, untü the Baron's gobiin 
stories had suggested his {eccentric exit How, fear- 
ing the feudal hostility of the family, he had repeated 
bis Visits by stealth — ^had haunted the garden beneath 
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the young lad/s window— had wooed — had won — 
had bome away in triumph — and, in a word, had 
wedded the fair. 

Under any other circumstances the Baion would 
have been inflexible, for he was tenacious of patemal 
authority, and devoutly obstinate in all family feuds; 
but he loved his daughter; he had lamented her as 
/ lost; he rejoiced to find her still alive; and though her 
husband was of a hostile house, yet, thank Heaven! 
he was not a gobiin. There was something, it mnst 
be acknowledged, that did not exactly accord with his 
notions of strict veracity, in the joke the knight had 
passed üpon him of his being a dead man; but several 
old friends present, who had served in the wars, as- 
sured him that every stratagem was excusable in love, 
and that the cavalier was entitled to especial privilege, 
having lately served as a trooper. 

Matters, therefore, were happily arranged. The 
Baron pardoned the young couple on the spot The 
revels at the Castle were resumed* The poor relations 
overwhelmed this new member of the family with lov- 
ing-kindness; he was so gallant, so generous, — and so 
rieh. The aunts, it is true, were somewhat scandalized 
that their System of strict sedusion, and passive obe- 
dience, should be so badly exemplified, but attributed 
it all to their negligence in not having the Windows 
grated. One of them was particularly mortified at 
having her marvellous stoiy maxred, and that the only 
spectre she had ever seen should tum out a counter- 
feit; but the niece seemed perfectly happy at having 
found him substantial flesh and blood — and so the 
Story ends. 
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<< When I behold, with deepe astonishment, 
To famous Westminster how there resorte, 
Livhig in brasse or stoney monument, 
The pckioes and the worthies of tU sorte; 
Doe not I see reformde nobäiti^ 
Without OÄtempt, or pride, or ostentation, 
And looke upon offenselesse majesty, 
Naked of pomp or earthly domination? 
And how a play-game of a painted stone 
Contents the quiet now and silent sprites^ 
Whome all the world which late they stood upon, 
Cotdd not content nor quench their appetites. 
Life is a frost of cold felicitie, 
And death the thaw of all our vanitie." 

Christolero's -ß'^/'aww, byT. B. 1598. 

On one of those sobtt: and rather melancholy days, 
in the latter paxt of autumn, when the shadows of 
moming and evening almost mingle together, and throw 
a gloom over the decline of the year, I passed several 
hours in rambling about Westminster Abbey. There 
was someüiing congenial to the season in the monmful 
magnificence of the old pile; and as I passed its thresh- 
old, it seemed like stepping back into the regions of 
antiquity, and losing myself among the shades of 
former ages. 

I entered from the inner conrt of Westminster 
schooi, through a long, low, vaulted passage, that had 
an almost subterranean look, being dimly lighted in 
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one paxt by drcular perforations in the massy waUs. 
Through this dark avenue I had a distant view of the 
cloisters, with the figure of an old verger, in his black 
gown, moving along their shadowy vaults, and seeming 
like a spectre from one of the neighbouring tombs. 
The approach to the abbey through these gloomy 
monastic remains prepares the mind for its solemn 
contemplation. The cloisters still retain something of 
the quiet and seclusion of former days. The grey walls 
are discoloured by damps, and crumbling with age; a 
coat of hoary moss has gathered over the inscriptions 
of the mural monuments, and obscured the death's 
heads, and other funereal emblems. The sharp touches 
of the chisel are gone from the rieh tracery of the 
arches; the roses which adomed the key-stones have 
lost their leafy beauty; everything bears marks of the 
gradual dilapidations of time, which yet has something 
touching and pleasing in its very decay. 

The sun was pouring down a yellow autumnal ray 
into the Square of the cloisters; beaming upon a scanty 
plot of grass in the centre, and lighting up an angle 
of the vaulted passage with a kind of dusty splendour. 
From between the arcades, the eye glanced up to a bit 
of blue sky or a passing cloud; and beheld the sun-gilt 
pinnades of the abbey towering into the azure heaven. 

As I paced the cloisters, sometimes contemplating 
this mingled picture of glory and decay, and sometimes 
endeavouring to decipher the inscriptions on the tomb- 
stones, which formed the pavement beneath my feet, my 
eye was attracted to three figures, rudely carved in relief, 
but nearly wom away by the footsteps of many genera- 
tions. They were the effigies of three of the early 
abbots; the epitaphs were entirely eflfacedj the names 
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alone remained, having no doubt been renewed in 
later times. (Vitalis. Abbas. 1082, and Gislebertus 
Crispinus. Abbas. 11 14» and Laurentius. Abbas. 11 76.) 
I remaine*d some Uttle while musing over these casual 
relics of antiquity, thus left like wrecks upon the dis- 
tant shore of time, telling no tale but that such beings 
had been and had perished; teaching no moral but the 
futility of that pride which hopes still to exact homage 
in its ashes, and to live in an inscription. A little 
longer, and even these faint records will be obliterated, 
and the monument will cease to be a memorial. Whilst 
I was yet looking down upon these grave-stones, I was 
roused by the sound of the abbey dock, reverberating 
from buttress to buttress, and echoing among the dois- 
ters. It is almost startling to hear this waming of de- 
parted time sounding among the tombs, and telling the 
lapse of the hour, which, like a billow, has rolled us 
onward towards the grave. I pursued my walk to an 
arched door opening to the interior of the abbey. On 
entering here, the magnitude of the building breaks 
fully upon the mind, contrasted with the vaults of the 
doisters. The eye gazes with wonder at dustered 
colunms of gigantic dimensions, with arches springing 
from them to such an amazing height; and man wan- 
dering about their bases, shrunk into insignificance in 
comparison with bis own handiwork. The spadousness 
and gloom of this vast edifice produce a profound and 
mysterious awe. We step cautiously and softly about, 
as if fearful of disturbing the hallowed silence of the 
tomb; while every foot-fall whispers along the walls, 
and chatters among the sepulchres, makmg us more 
sensible of the quiet we have interrupted. 

It seems as if the awful nature of the place pressen 



dby Google 



206 WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 

down üpon the soul, and hushes the beholder into noise- 
less reverence. We feel that we are surrounded by 
the congregated bones of the great meii of past times, 
who have filled history with their deeds» and the earth 
with their renown. 

And yet it almost provokes a smile at the vanity 
of human ambition, to see how they are crowded to- 
gether and justled in the dust; what parsimony is ob- 
served in doling out a scanty nook, a gloomy comer, 
a little portion of earth, to those, whom, when alive, 
kingdoms ooukl not satisfy; and how many shapes, and 
formSy and artifioes, are devised to catch the casual 
notice of the passenger, and save from forgetfuhiess, for 
a few Short years, a name which once aspired to occupy 
ages of the world's thought and admiration. 

I passed some time in Poef s Corner, which occupies 
an end of one of the transepts or cross aisles of the 
abbey. The m(»iuments are generally simple; for the 
livcs of Uterary men aflford no striking themes for the 
sculptor. Shakspeare and Addison have statues erected to 
their memories; but the greater part have busts, medal- 
lions, and sometimes mere inscriptions. Notwithstand< 
ing the simplicity of these memorials, I have always 
observed that the visitors to the abbey remain longest 
about them. A kinder and fonder feeling takes place of 
that cold curiosity or vague admiration with which they 
gaze on the splendid monuments of the great and the 
heroic They linger about there as about the tombs of 
friends and companicms; for indeed th^e is something of 
companionship between the author and the reader. Other 
men are known to posterity only through the medium 
of history, which is continually growing faint and ob- 
5ciw:e: but the intercourse between the author and his 
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fellow-men is ever new, acdve, and immediate. He 
has Hved for them more than for himself; he has sacri- 
ficed surroundiog enjoyments and shut himself up from 
the delights of social life, that he might the more in- 
timately commune with distant minds and distant ages. 
Well may the world cherish his renown; for it has 
been purchased, not by deeds of violence and blood, 
but by the diligent dispensation of pleasure. Well may 
posterity be gratefiil to his memoiy; for he has lefl it 
an inheritanoe, not of empty names and sounding 
actions, but whole treasures of wisdom, bright gems of 
thoughty and golden veins of language. 

From Poefs Corner I continued my stroll towards 
that part of the abbey which contains the sepulchres 
of the kings. I wandered among what once were 
chapels, but which are now occupied by the tombs 
and monuments of the great At every tum I met 
with some illustrious name; or the cognisance of some 
powerful house renowned in history. As the eye darts 
into these dusky Chambers of death, it catches glimpses 
of quaint effigies; some kneeling in niches, as if in 
devotion; others stretched upon the tombs, with hands 
piously pressed together; warriors in armour as if re- 
posing afler battle; prelates with crosiers and mitres; 
and nobles in robes and coronets, lying as it were in 
State. In glancing over this scene, so strangely po- 
pulouSy yet where every form is so still and silent, it 
seems ahnost as if we were treading a mansion of that 
fabled city, where every being had been suddenly 
transmuted into stone, 

I paused to ccmtemplate a tomb on which lay the 
effigy of a knight in complete armour. A large buckler 
was <m one arm; the hands were pressed together in 



dby Google 



2o8 WESTMINSTER ABBEV. 

supplication upon the breast; the face was almost 
covered by the morion: the legs were crossed, in token 
of the waxrior's having been engaged in the holy war. 
It was the tomb of a crusader; of one of those mili- 
tary enthusiasts who so strangely mingled religion and 
romance, and whose exploits form the connecting link 
between fact and fiction; between the history and the 
faiiy tale. There is something extremely picturesque 
in the tombs of these adventurers, decorated as they 
are with rüde armorial bearings and Gothic sculpture. 
They comport with the antiquated chapels in which 
they are generally found; and in considering them, the 
imagination is apt to kindle with the legendary asso- 
ciations, the romantic fictions, the chivabrous pomp and 
pageantry, which poetry has spread over the wars for 
the sepulchre of Christ. They are the relics of times 
utterly gone by; of beings passed from recoUection; of 
customs and manners with which ours have no affinity. 
They are like objects from some stränge and distant 
land, of which we have no certain knowledge, and 
about which all our conceptions are vague and vision- 
ary. There is something extremely solemn and awM 
in those effigies on Gothic tombs, extended as if in 
the sleep of death, or in the supplication of the dymg 
hour. They have an efFect infinitely more impressive 
on my feelings than the fanciful attitudes, the over- 
wrought conceits, and allegorical groups, which aböund 
on modern monuments. I have been Struck, also, with 
the superiority of many of the old sepulchral inscrip- 
tions. There was a noble way^ in former times, of 
sa)ring things simply, and yet saying them proudly; 
and I do not know an epitaph that breathes a loftier 
consciousness of family worth and honourable lineage, 
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than one which affirms of a noble house, that "all the 
brothers were brave, and all the sisters virtuous." 

In the opposite transept to Poet's Corner Stands a 
monument which is among the most renowned achieve- 
ments of modern art; but which, to me, appears hor- 
rible rather than sublime. It is the tomb of Mrs. 
Nightingale, by Roubilliac. The bottom of the monu- 
ment is represented as throwing open its marble doors, 
and a sheeted skeleton is starting forth. The shroud 
is falling from his fleshless frame as he launches his 
dart at his victim. She is sinking into her afifrighted 
husband's arms, who strives, with vain and frantic 
efFort, to avat the blow. The whde is executed with 
terrible truth and spirit; we almost fancy we hear the 
gibbering yell of triumph, bursting from the distended 
jaws of the spectre. — But why should we thus seek to 
clothe death with imnecessary terrors, and to spread 
horrors round the tomb of those we love? The grave 
should be surrounded by every thing that might in- 
spire tendemess and veneration for the dead; or that 
might win the living to virtue. It is the place, not of 
disgust and dismay, but of sorrow and meditation. 

While wandering about these gloomy vaults and 
silent aisles, stud3n[ng the records of the dead, the 
sound of busy existence from wrthout occasionally 
reaches the ear; the rumbling of the passing equipage; 
the murmur of the multitude; or perhaps the light 
laugh of pleasure. The contrast is striking with the 
death-like repose aroimd: and it has a stränge effect 
upon the feelings, thus to hear the surges of active 
life huirying along and beating against the very walls 
of the sepulchre. 

I continued in this way to move from tomb to 
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tomb, and from chapel to chapeL The day was gra- 
dually wearing away; the distant tread of loiterers 
about the abbey grew less and less frequent; the sun 
had poured his last ray through the lofty Windows; the 
sweet-tongued bell was summoning to evening prayers; 
and I saw at a distance the choristers, in their white 
surplices, crossing the aisle and entering the choir. I 
stood before the entrance to Henry the Seventh's 
chapel. A fiight of Steps leads up to it, through a 
deep and gloomy, but magnificent arch. Great gates 
of brass, richly and delicately wrought, tumed heavily 
upon their hmges, as if proudly reluctant to admit 
the feet of common mortals into this most gorgeous of 
sepulchres. 

On entering, the eye is astonished by the pomp of 
architecture, anfl the elaborate beauty of sculptured 
detail. The very walls are wrought into universal Or- 
nament, encrusted with tracery, and scooped into 
niches, crowded with the statues of saints and martyrs. 
Stone seems, by the cunning labour of the chisel, to 
have been robbed of its weight and density, suspended 
aloft as if by magic, and the fretted roof achieved 
with the wonderful minuteness and airy security of a 
cobweb. 

Along the sides of the chapel are the lofty Stalls 
of the Knights of the Bath, of oak, richly carved, 
though with the grotesque decorations of Gothic archi- 
tecture. On the pinnades of the Stalls are affixed the 
helmets and crests of the knights, with their scarfs and 
swords, and above them are suspended their banners, 
emblazoned with armorial bearings, and contrasting 
the splendour of gold and purple and crimson, with 
the cold grey fretwork of the roof. In the midst of 
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this grand mausoleum Stands the sepulchre of its 
founder, — his effigy, with that of his queen, extended 
on a sumptuous tomb, and the whole surrounded by a 
lofty and superbly wrought brazen railing. 

There is a sad dreariness in this magnificence; 
this Strange mixture of tombs and trophies; these em- 
blems of living and aspiring ambition, dose beside 
mementoes which show the dust and oblmon in which 
all must sooner or later tenninate. Nothing impresses 
the mind with a deeper feeling of loneliness, than to 
tread the silent and deserted scene of former throng 
and pageant On looking round on the vacant Stalls 
of the knights and their esquires, and on the rows of 
dusty but gorgeous banners that were once bome be- 
fore them, my imagination conjured up the scene when 
this hall was bright with the valour and beauty of the 
land; glittering with the splendour of jewelled rank 
and military airay; alive with the tread of many feet 
and the hum of an admiring midtitude. All had passed 
away; the silence of death had settled again upon the 
place; interrupted only by the casual chirping of birds, 
which had found their way into the chapel, and built 
their nests among its friezes and pendants — sure signs 
of solitariness and desertion. 

When I read the names inscribed on the banners, 
they were those of men scattered fax and wide about 
the World; some tossing upon distant seas; some under 
arms in distant lands; some mingling in the busy in- 
trigues of courts and cabinets: all seeking to deserve 
one more distinction in this mansion of shadowy 
honours; the melancholy reward of a monument. 

Two small aisles on each side of this chapel pre- 
sent a touching instance of the equality of the grave; 
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which brings down the oppressor to a level with the 
oppressed, and mingles the dust of the bitterest enemies 
together. In onc is the sepulchre of the haughty Eliza- 
beth, in the other is that of her victim, the lovely and 
unfortunate Mary. Not an hour in the day but some 
ejaculation of pity is uttered over the fate of the latter, 
mingled with incQgnation at her oppressor. The walls 
of Elizabeth's sepulchre continually echo with the sighs 
of sympathy heaved at the grave of her rival. 

A peculiar melanchdy reigns over the aisle where 
Mary lies buried. The light struggles dimly through 
Windows darkened by dust. The greater part of the 
place is in deep shadow, and the walls are stained and 
tinted by time and weaüier. A maxble figure of Mary 
is stretched upon a tomb, round which is an iron-rail- 
ing much corroded, bearing her naticmal emblem, the 
thistle. I was weaiy with waadering, and sat down to 
rest mjrself by the monument, revolving in my mind 
the chequered and disastrous story of poor Mary. 

The sound of casual fbotsteps had ceased from the 
abbey. I could only hear, now and then, the distant 
voice of the priest repeating the evening Service, and 
the faint responses of the choir; these paused fear atime, 
and all was hushed. The stillness, Öie desertion and 
obscurity that were gradually prevailing around, gave a 
deeper and more solaam interest to the place: 

**For in the silent grave no conversation, 
No jo3rfiil tread of friends, no voice of lovers, 
No cajrefel father's couns^-^nothing's beard, 
Fat notlung is, but all oblivion, 
Dust and an endless darkness." 

Suddenly the notes of the deep labcmring organ burst 
lipon the ear, falling with doubled and redoubled in- 
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tensity, and rolling as it were, huge billows of sound. 
How well do their volume and grandeur accord with 
this mighty building! With what pomp do they swell 
through its vast vaults, and breatiie their awftil hannony 
through these caves of death, and make the silent se^ 
pidchre vocal! — And now they rise in triumphant ac- 
clamation, heaving higher and higher their accordant 
notes, and piling sound on sound. — And now they pause, 
and the soft voices of the choir break out into sweet 
gushes of melody; they soar aloft, and warbie along 
the roof, and seem to play about these lofty vaults like 
the pure airs of heaven. Again the pealing organ heaves 
its thrilling thunders, compressing air into music, and 
rolling it forth upon the soul. What lon^-drawn ca- 
dencesl What solemn sweeping concords! It grows more 
and mOTe dense and powerful — it fiUs the vast pile, and 
seems to jar the very walls — ^the ear is stunned — ^the 
senses are overwhelmed. And now it is winding up in 
füll jubilee — it is rising from the earth to heaven — the 
very soul seems rapt away and floated upwards on this 
swelling tide of harmony! 

I sat for some time lost in that kind of reverie 
which a strain of music is apt sometimes to inspire: 
the shadows of evening were gradually thickening around 
me; the monuments began to cast deeper and deeper 
gloom; and the distant dock again gave token of the 
slowly waning day, 

I rose and prepared to leave the abbey. As I de- 
scended the flight of Steps which lead into the body of 
the building, my eye was caught by the shrine of 
Edward the Confessor, and I ascended the small stair- 
case Üiat conducts to it, to take from thence a general 
survey of this wildemess of tombs. The shrine is elevated 
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upon a kind of platform, and close around it are the 
sepulchres of various kings and queens. From this 
eminence the eye looks down between pillars and 
funeral trophies to the chapels and Chambers below, 
crowded with tombs; where warriors, prelates, courtiers, 
and statesmen, Ixe mouldering in their "beds of dark- 
ness." Close by me stood the great chair of corona- 
tion, rudely carved of oak, in the barbarous taste of a 
remote and Gothic age. The scene seemed almost as 
if contrived, with theatrical artifice, to produce an efFect 
upon the beholder. Here was a type of the beginning 
and the end of huma© pomp and power; here it was 
literally but a step from the throne to the sepulchre. 
-Would not one think that these incongruous'mementoes 
had been gathered together as a lesson to Hving great- 
ness? — to show it, even in the moment of its proudest 
exaltation, the neglect and dishonour to which it must 
soon arrive; how soon that crown which encirdes its 
brow must pass away; and it must lie down in the dust 
and disgraces of the tomb, and be trampled upon by 
the feet of the meanest of the midtitude? For, stränge 
to teil, even the grave is here no longer a sanctuary. 
There is a shocking levity in some natures, which leads 
them to Sport with awful and hallowed things; and 
there are base minds, which delight to revenge on the 
illustrious dead the abject homage and groveling servility 
which they pay to the living. The cofiin of Edward 
the Confessor has been broken open, and his remains 
despoiled of their funeral Ornaments; the sceptre has 
been stolen from the hand of the imperious Elizabeth, 
and the effigy of Henry the Fifth lies headless. Not a 
royal monument but bears some proof how false and 
fugitive isthe homage ofmankind. Some are plundered^ 
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some mutilated; some covered with ribaldry and insiii» 
— all more or less outraged and dishonouredl 

The last beams of day were now faintly Streaming 
through the painted Windows in the high vaidts above 
me; the Iower parts of the abbey were already wrapped 
in the obscurity of twilight The chapels and aisles 
grew darker and darker. The effigies of the kings faded 
into shadows; ihe marble figures of the monuments as- 
sumed stränge shapes in the nncertain light; the even- 
ing breeze crept through the aisles like the cold breath 
of the grave; and even the distant footfall of a verger, 
traversing the Poef s Corner, had something stränge and 
dreary in its soond. I slowly retraced my moming's 
walk, and as I passed out at the portal of tiie doisters, 
the door, dosing with a jarring noise behind me, filled 
the whole building with echoes. 

I endeavoured to form some arrangement in my 
mind of the objects I had been contemplating, but found 
they were already falling into indistinctness and con- 
fusion. Names, inscriptions, trophies, had all become 
confounded in my recollection, though I had scarcely 
taken my foot from ofif the threshold. AVhat, thought t 
is this vast assemblage of sepidchres but a treasury of 
himiiliation; a huge pile of reiterated homilies on the 
emptiness of renown, and the certainty of oblivion! It 
is, indeed, the empire of death; his great shadowy pa- 
lace; where he sits, in State, mocking at the relics of 
human glory, and spreading dust and forgetfulness on 
the monuments of princes. How idle a boast, after all, 
is the immortality of a name 1 Time is ever silently tum- 
ing over his pages; we are too much engrossed by the 
Story of the present, to think of the characters and 
anecdotes that gave interest to the past; and each age 
is a volume thrown aside to be speedily forgotten. The 
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idol of to-day pushes the hero of yesterday out of our 
recoUection; and will in tum be supplanted by his suc- 
cessor of to-morrow. "Our fathers," says Sir Thomas 
Brown, "find their graves in onr short memories, and 
sadly teil xis how we may be buried in our survivors." 
History fades into fable; fact becomes douded with doubt 
and controversy ; the inscription moulders from the tablet, 
the Statue falls firom the pedestaL Colunms, arches, 
pyramids, what are they but heaps of sand; and their 
epitaphs, but characters written in the dust? What is 
the security of a tomb, or the perpetuity of an embalm- 
ment? The remains of Alexander the Great have been 
scattered to the wind, and his empty sarcophagus is now 
the mere curiosity of a museum. "The Egyptian mum- 
mies which Cambyses or time hath spared, avarice now 
consumeth; Mizraim eures wounds, and Pharaoh is sold 
for balsams."* 

What then is to ensure the pile whidb now towers 
above me from sharing the fate of mightier mausoleums? 
The time must come when its gilded vaults, which now 
spring so loflily, shall lie in rubbish beneath the feet; 
when, instead of the sound of melody and praise, the 
wind shall whistle through the broken arches, and the 
owl hoot fix)m the shattered tower — ^when the garish 
sunbeam shall break into these gloomy mansions of 
death; and the ivy twine roimd the fallen column; and 
the fox-glove hang its blossoms about the nameless um, 
as if in mockery of the dead. Thus man passes away; 
his name perishes firom record and recoUection; his 
history is as a tale that is told, and his veiy monument 
becomes a ruin. 

• Sir T. Brown. 
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* * But is old, old, good old Christmas gone ? Nothing but the 
hair of his good, grey, old head and beard left? Wdl, I will 
have that, seeing I cannot have more of him. " 

Hue and Cry afier Christmas. 



**A man might then behold 
At Christmas, in each hall, 
Grood fires to curb the cold. 

And meat for great and small. 
The neighbours were friendly bidden, 

And adl had welcome true, 
The poor from the gates were not chidden, 
Whcn this old cap was new. " 

Old Song. 

There is nothing in England that exercises a more 
delightfiil spell over my Imagination, than the linger- 
ings of the holiday customs and rural games of former 
times. They recall the pictures my fancy used to draw 
in the May moming of life, when as yet I only knew 
the World through books, and believed it to be all that 
poets had painted it; and they bring with them tiie 
flavour of those honest da3rs of yore, in which, perhaps 
with equal fallacy, I am apt to think the world was 
more homebred, social, and joyous than at present I 
regret to say that they are daily growing more and more 
faint, being gradually worn away by time, but still more 
obliterated by modern fashion, They resemble those 
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picturesque morseis of Gothic axchitecture, which we 
See crumbling in various parts of the coimtry, paxtiy 
dilapidated by the waste of ages, and partiy lost in the 
additions and alterations of latter days. Poetry, how- 
ever, dings with cherishing fondness about the rural 
game and holiday revel, from which it has derived so 
many of its themes — as the ivy winds its rieh foliage 
about the Gothic arch and mouldering tower, gratefully 
repaying their support, by dasping together their totter- 
ing remains, and, as it were, embahning them in 
verdure. 

Of all the old festivals, however, that of Christmas 
awakens the strongest and most heartfelt associations. 
There is a tone of solemn and sacred feeling thatblends 
with our conviviality, and lifts the spirit to a State of 
hallowed and elevated enjoyment The Services of the 
church about this season are extremely tender and in- 
spiring. They dwell on the beautiful story of the origin 
of our faith, and the pastoral scenes that accompanied 
its announcement They gradually increase in fervour 
and pathos during the season of Advent, imtil they 
break forth in füll jubilee on the moming that brought 
peace and good-will to men. I do not know a grander 
effect of music on the moral feelings, than to hear the 
fuU choir and the pealing organ performing a Christmas 
anthem in a cathedral, and Alling every part of the 
vast pile with triumphant harmony. 

It is a beautiful arrangement, also, derived from days 
of yore, that this festival, whidi commemorates the an- 
nouncement of the religion of peace and love, has been 
made the season for gathering together of family con- 
nexions, and drawing doser again those bands of kmdred 
hearts which the cares and pleasures and sorrows of the 
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t^rorld are continually operating to cast loose; of calling 
back the children of a family, who have laimched forth 
in life, and wandered widely asunder, once more to 
assemble about the patemal hearth, that rallying-place 
of the aflfections, there to grow yoirng and loving again 
among the endearing mementoes of childhood. 

There is something in the very season of the year 
that gives a chann to the festivity of Christmas. At 
other times we derive a great portion of our pleasures 
from the mere beauties of nature. Our feelings sally 
forth and dissipate themselves over the sunny landscape, 
and we "live abroad and everywhere." The song of 
the bird, the murmur of the stream, the breathing 
fragrance of spring, the soft voluptuousness of summer, 
the golden pomp of autumn; earth with its mantle of 
refreshing green, and heaven with its deep delidous 
blue and its doudy magnificence, all fill us with mute 
but exquisite delight, and we revel in the luxury of 
mere Sensation. But in the depth of winter, when na- 
ture lies despoiled of every charm, and wrapped in 
her shroud of sheeted snow, we tiun for our gratifica- 
tions to moral sources. The dreariness and desolation 
of the landscape, the short gloomy days and darksome 
nights, whüe they circumscribe our wanderings, shut in 
our feelings also from rambling abroad, and make us 
more keenly disposed for the pleasures of the social 
cirde. Our thoughts are more concentrated; our friendly 
S3anpathies more aroused. We feel more sensibly the 
diarm of each other's sodety, and are brought more 
closely together by dependence on each other for en- 
joyment Heart calleth unto heart; and we draw our 
pleasures from the deep wells of living kindness, whidi 
lie in the quiet recesses of our bosoms; and which, 



dby Google 



220 CHRISTMAS. 

when resorted to, fumish forth the pure dement of 
domestic felicity. 

The pitchy gk>om without makes the heart düate 
on entering the room fiUed with the glow and warmth 
of the evening fire. The ruddy blaze difiuBes an arti- 
ficial Summer and sunshine through the room, and lights 
up each countenance into a kindlier welcome. Where 
does the honest face of hospitality expand into a broader 
and more OMrdial smile — ^where is the shy glance of 
love more sweetly eloquent — thanby Üiewinterfireside? 
and as the hoUow blast of wintry wind rushes through 
the hall, daps the distant door, whistlcs about the case- 
ment, and rumbles down the chimney, what can be 
more grateful than that feeling of sober and shdtered 
security, with which we look round upon the comfbrtable 
Chamber, and the scene of domestic hilarity? 

The English, from the great prevalence oi rural 
habits throughout every dass of Society, have always 
been fond of those festivals and holidays which agreeably 
interrupt the stillness of country life; and they were, in 
former days, particularly observant of the religious and 
sodal rites of Christmas. It is inspiring to read even 
the dry details which some antiquarians have given of 
the quaint humours, the burlesque pageants, the com- 
plete abandonment to mirth and good-fellowship, with 
which this festivsd was celebrated. It seemed to throw 
open every door, and unlock every heart It brought 
the peasant and the peer together, and blended ^1 
ranks in one warm generous flow of joy and kindness. 
The old halls of Castles and manor-houses resounded 
with the harp and the Christmas carol, and their ample 
boards groaned imder the weight of hospitality. Even 
the poorest cottage welqomed the festive season with 
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green decorations of bay and holly — ^the cheerful fire 
glanced its rays titrough the lattice, inviting the pas- 
senger to raise the latch, and join the goasip knot 
huddled round the hearth, beguiling the long evening 
with legendary jokes and oft-told Christmas tales. 

One of the least pleasing dßfects of modern refine- 
ment is the havoc it has made among the hearty old 
holiday customs. It has ccnnpletely taken off the sharp 
touchings and ^irited reliefs of these embellishments 
of life, and haa wom down socfety into a more smooth 
and polished, but certainly a less characteristic surface. 
Many of the games and ceremonials of Christmas have 
entirely disappeared, and, like the sherris sadc of old 
Falstaff, are become matters of speculation and dispute 
among commentators. They flourished in times füll 
of spirit and lustihood, when men enjoyed life roughly, 
but heartily and vigorously; times wild and picturesque 
which have fumished poetry with its richest materials, 
and the drama with its most attractire variety of cha- 
racters and manners. The world has become more 
wcardly. There is mcMre of dissipation, and less of enjoy- 
ment Pleasure has expanded into a broader, but a 
shallower stream, and has forsaken many of those dcep 
and quiet Channels where it flowed sweetly through 
the cahn bosom of dcmiestic life. Society has acquired 
a more enlightened and elegant tone; but it has lost 
many of its strong local peculiarities, its homebred 
feelings, its honest fireside delights. The traditionary 
customs of golden-heartcd antiquity, its feudal hospi- 
talities, and lordly wassailings, have passed away with 
the baronial Castles and stately manor-houses in which 
they were celebrated. They comported with the sha- 
dowy hall, the great oaken gallery, and the tapestried 
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paxlour, but are unfitted to ihe light showy saloons and 
gay drawing-rooms of the modern villa. 

Shom, however, as it is, of its andent and festive 
hononrs, Christmas is still a period of delightful excite- 
ment in England. It is gratifying to see that home 
feeling completely aroused which seems to hold so 
powerful a place in every English bosom. The prepara- 
tions making on every side for the social boaxd, that 
is again to miite friends and kindred; the presents of 
good cheer passing and repassing, those tokens of 
regaxd, and quickeners of kind feelings; the evergreens 
distributed about houses and churdies, emblems of 
peace and gladness; all these have the most pleasing 
effect in producing fond associations, and kindling bene- 
volent sympathies. Even the somid of the waits, rüde 
as may be their minstrelsy, breaks upon the mid-watches 
of a winter night with the eflfect of perfect harmony. 
As I have been awakened by them in that still and 
solemn hour, "when deep sleep falleth upon man," I 
have listened with a hushed dehght, and, connecting 
them with the sacred and joyous occasion, have almost 
fanded them into another celestial choir, annomicing 
peace and good-will to mankind. 

How delightfiilly the imagination, when wrought 
upon by these moral influences, tums everything to 
melody and beauty! The very crowing of the cock, 
who is sometimes heard in the profound repose of the 
country, "telling the night watches to his feathery 
dames/' was thought by the common people to announce 
the approach of this sacred festival: — 

''Some say that ever 'gainst that season oomes 
Wherein our Saviour*s birth is celebrated, 
This bird of dawuing singeth aU night long : 
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And then, they say, no spirit dares stir abroad; 
The nights are wholesome — ^then no planets strike, 
No fidry takes, no witch hath power to charm. 
So hallow'd and so gradous is the time. " 

Amidst the general call to happiness, the bustle of the 
spirits, and stir of the affections, wMch prevail at this 
period, what bosom can remain insensible? It is, in- 
deed, the season of regenerated feeling — ^ihe season 
for kindling, not merely the fire of hospitality in the 
hall, but the genial flame of charity in the heart 

The scene of early love again rises green to me- 
moiy beyond the sterile waste of years; and the idea 
of home, fraught with the fragrance of home-dwelling 
joys, re-animates the drooping spirit, — as the Arabian 
breeze will sometimes waft the freshness of the distant 
fields to the weaiy pilgrim of the desert 

Stranger and sojoumer as I am in the land — ^though 
for me no social heaxth may blaze, no hospitable roof 
throw open its doors, nor the warm grasp of friendship 
welcome me at the threshold — ^yet I feel the influence 
of the season beaming into my soul from the happy 
looks of those aromid me. Surely iappiness is reflective, 
like the light of heaven; and eveiy comitenance, bright 
with smiles, and glowing with innocent enjoyment, is 
a mirror transmitting to others the rays of a supreme 
and ever-shining benevolence. He who can tum 
churlishly away from contemplating the felicity of his 
fellow-beings, and sit down darkling and repining in 
his loneliness when all aromid is joyful, may have his 
moments of strong excitement and selfish gratification, 
but he wants the genial and social sympathies which 
constitute the charm of a merry Christmas. 
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**Omne ben^ 

Sine poenä 

Tempus est ludendi. 

Venit kora, 

Absque morä, 

Libros deponendi. " 

Old Holiday School Song, 

In the preceding paper I have made some general 
observations on the Christmas festivities of England, 
and am tempted to ülustrate them by some anecdotes 
of a Christmas passed in the country; in perusing 
which, I would most courteously invite my reader to 
lay aside the austerity of wisdom, and to put on that 
genuine holiday spirit which is tolerant of folly, and 
anxious only for amusement 

In the course of a December tour in Yorkshire, I 
rode for a long distance in one of the public coaches, 
on the day preceding Christmas. The coach was 
crowded, both inside and out, with passengers, who, 
by their talk, seemed principally bound to the mansions 
of relations or friends to eat the Christmas dinner. 
It was loaded also with hampers of game, and baskets 
and boxes of delicacies; and hares hung dangling their 
long ears about the coachman's box, — presents from 
distant friends for the impending feast. I had three 
fine rosy-cheeked sdioolboys for my fellow-passengers 
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inside, füll of the buxom health and manly spirit "»«diidi 
I have observed in the children of this country. They 
were retuming home for the holidays in high glee, and 
promising themselves a world of tnjoymeai. It was 
delightful to hear the gigantic plans of pleasure of the 
little rogues, and the impracticable feats they were to 
perform during their six weeks' emancipation from the 
abhorred thraldom of book, birch, and pedagogue. 
They were füll of anticipations of the meeting with the 
famüy and household, down to the very cat and dog; 
and of the joy they were to give their little sisters by 
the presents with which their pockets were crammed: 
but the meeting to which they seemed to look forward 
with the greatest impatience was with Bantam, which 
I fomid to be a pony, and, according to their talk, 
possessed of more virtues than any steed since the 
days of Bueephalus. How he could trot! how he could 
run ! and then such leaps as he would take — ^there was 
not a hedge in the whole country that he could not 
dear. 

They were under the particular guardianship of the 
coachman, to whom, whenever an opportunity presented, 
they addressed a host of questions, and pronounced 
him one of the best fellows in the whole world. Indeed, 
I could not but notice the more than ordinaiy air of 
bustle and importance of the coachman, who wore his 
hat a little on one side, and had a large bunch of 
Christmas greens stuck in the button-hole of his coat 
He is always a personage fuU of mighty care and 
business, but he is particularly so during this season, 
having so many commissions to execute in consequence 
of the great interchange of presents. And here, per- 
haps, it may not be unacceptable to my untravelled 
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readers to have a sketch that may serve as a gemeral 
representation of this very numerous and important 
class of functionaries, who have a dress, a manner, a 
language,. an air, peculiar to themselves, and prevalent 
throughout the fratemity; so that wherever an English 
stage-coachman may be seen, he cannot be mistaken 
for one of any other craft or mystery. 

He has commonly a broad, füll face, curiously 
mottled with red, as if the blood had been forced by 
hard feeding into every vessel of the skin; he is swelled 
into jolly dimensions by frequent potations of malt 
liquors, and his bulk is still further increased by a 
multiplicity of coats, in which he is buried like a 
cauliflower, the upper one reaching to his heels. He 
wears a broad-brimmed low-crowned hat; a huge roll 
of coloured handkerchief about his neck, knowingly 
knotted and tucked in at the bosom; and has in summer- 
time a large bouquet of flowers in his button-hole; the 
present, most probably, of some enamoured country 
lass. His waistcoat is conmionly of some bright colour, 
striped, and his small-clothes extend far below the 
knees, to meet a pair of jockey boots which reach 
about half way up his legs. 

All this costume is maintained with much precision : 
he has a pride in having his clothes of excellent mate- 
rials; and, notwithstanding the seeming grossness of 
his appearance, there is still discemible that neatness 
and propriety of person, which is almost inherent in 
an Englishman. He enjoys great consequence and 
consid^ration along the road; has frequent Conferences 
with the village housewives, who look upon him as a 
man of great trust and dependence; and he seems to 
have a good understanding with ^yery bright-eyed 
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counlry lass. The moment he arrives where the horses 
are to be changed, he throws down the reins with 
something of an air» and abandons the cattle to the 
care of the ostler: his duty being merely to drive from 
one stage to another. When off the box, his hands 
are thrust in the pockets of his great-coat, and he 
rolls about the inn-yard with an air of the most ab- 
solute lordliness. Here he is generally surronnded by 
an admiring throng of ostlers, stable-boys, shoe-blacks, 
and those nameless hangers-on, that infest inns and 
tavems, and run errands, and do all kind of odd Jobs, 
for the privilege of battening on the drippings of the 
kitchen and the leakage of the tap-room. These all 
look up to him as to an orade; treasure up his cant 
phrases; echo his opinions about horses and other 
topics of Jockey lore; and, above all, endeavour to 
imitate his air and carriage. Every ragamuftin that 
has a coat to his baqk thrusts his hands in the pockets, 
rolls in his gait, talks slang, and is an embiyo Coachey. 
Perhaps it might be owing to the pleasing serenity 
that reigned in my own mind, that I fancied I saw 
cheerfulness in every countenance throughout the 
joumey. A Stage Coach, however, carries animation 
^ways with it, and puts the world in motion as it 
whirls along. The ^om, sounded at the entrance of a 
village, produces a general bustle, Some hasten forth 
to meet friends; some with bundles and band-boxes to 
secure places, and in the hurry of the moment can 
hardly take leave of the group that accompanies them. 
In the mean time, the coachman has a world of small 
commissions to execute. Sometimes he delivers a hare 
OT pheasant; sometimes jerks a small parcel or news- 
paper to the door of a public-house; and sometimes, 

IS' 
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with knowing leer and wOTds of sly Import, händs to 
some half-blu^ing half-laughing housemaid an odd- 
shaped h'liti'donx from some rustic admirer. As the 
coach ratties throngh the village, every one runs to the 
window, and you have glwices on every side of fre^ 
coimtry faces, and blooming giggling girls. At the 
comers are assembled jtmtos of vülage idlers and wise 
men, *who take their stations tbere for the impcMtant 
pnrpose of seeing Company pass; but the s^^est knot 
is generally at the blacksmith's, to whom the passing 
of the coach is an event fiiiitful of much speculation. 
The «mith, with the hws^s heel in his lap, pauses as 
the vehicle whiris by; the cydops round tiie anvil 
suspend their ringing hammars, and suffer the iron to 
grow cool; and the sooty spectre in brown paper cap, 
labouring at the bdlows, leans on the handle for a 
moment, and permits the asthmatic engine to heave a 
long-drawn sigh, whüe he glares through the murky 
smoke and sulphuxeoüs gleams of the smithy. 

Perhaps the impending holiday might have given a 
more than usual animation to the country, for it seemed 
to me as if every body was in good looks and good 
spirits. Game, poultry, and other luxuries of the table, 
were in brisk circulation in the villages; the grocers', 
butchers', and fruiterers' shops were thronged with 
customers. The housewives were stirring briskly about, 
putting their dwellings in order; and the glossy branches 
of hoUy with their bright red berries, began to appear 
at the Windows. The scene brought to mind an old 
writer's account of Christmas preparations: — "Now 
capons and hens, besides turkeys, geese, and ducks, 
with beef and mutton — must dl die — for in twelve 
days a multitude of people will not be fed with a 
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litde. Now pltims and spiee, sugar, and honey, Square 
it among pies and broth. Now or never must music 
be in tune, for the youtk must dance and sing to get 
them a heat, while the aged sit by the fire. llie 
country maid leaves half her market, and must be sent 
again, if she fbrgets a pack of cards on Christmas-eve. 
Great is the contention of HoUy and Ivy, whether 
master or dame wears the breeches, Dice and cards 
benefit the butla*; and if the cook da not lack wit, he 
will sweetly lick his fingers." 

I was roused from this fit of luxurious meditatipn 
by a shout from my little travdling companions. They 
had been looking out of the coach«-windows for the 
last few miles, recognising every tree and cottage as 
they approached home, and now there was a general 
burst of joy — " There'» Jobnl and there's old Carlo; 
and there's Bantam!" cried the happy little rogues, 
clapping their hands. 

At fiie end of a lane there was au old sober-look- 
ing servant in livery waiting for them: he was accom- 
panied by a superannuated pointer, and by the re- 
doubtable Bantam, a little old rat of a pony, with a 
shaggy mane and long rusty tail, who stood dozing 
quietly by the road-side, little dreaming of the bustling 
times that awaited him. 

I was pleased to see the fpndness with which the 
little fellows leaped about the steady old footman, and 
hugged the pointer, who wriggled his whc^e body for 
joy. But Bantam was the great object of interest; all 
wanted to mount at once; and it was with some diffi- 
culty that John arranged that they should ride by 
tums, and the eldest should ride f^rst 

Off they set at lastj one on tbe pony, with the dog 
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bounding and tarking before him, and tHe others hold- 
ing John's hands; both talking at once, and overpower- 
ing him with questions about home, and with school 
anecdotes. I looked after them with a feeling in which 
I do not know whether pleasnre or melancholy pre- 
.dominated; for I was reminded of those days when, 
like them^ I had neither known care nor sorrow, and 
a holiday was the summit of earthly felicity. We 
istopped a few moments afterwards to water the horses, 
and on resuming our route, a tum of the road brought 
US in sight of a neat country-seat. I could just dis- 
tinguish the forms of a lady and two young girls in 
the portico, and I saw my little comrades with Bantam, 
Carlo, and old John, trooping along the carriage-road. 
I leaned out of the coach-window, in hopes of wit- 
nessing the happy meeting, but a grove of trees shut 
it from my sight. 

In the evening we reached a village where I had 
determined to pass the night As we drove into the 
great gateway of the inn, I saw on one side the light 
of a rousing kitchen fire beaming through a window. 
I entered, and admired, for the hundredth time, that 
picture of convenience, neatness, and broad honest 
enjoyment, the kitchen of an English inn. It was of 
spacious dimensions, hung round with copper and tin 
vessels highly polished, and decorated here and there 
with a Christmas green. Harns, tongues, and flitches 
of bacon, were suspended from the ceiling; a smoke- 
jack made its ceaseless clanking beside the fireplace, 
and a clock ticked in one cömer. A well-scoured deal 
table extended along one side of the kitchen, with a 
cold round of beef, and other hearty viands, upon it, 
over which two foaming tankards of ale seemed mount^ 
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ing guatxi. Travellers of inferior order were preparing 
to attack this stout repast, while others sat smoking 
and gossiping over their ale on two high-backed oaken 
seats beside the fire. Trim housemaids were hurrying 
backwards and forwards under the directions of a fresh 
bustling landlady; but still seizing an occasional mo- 
ment to exchange a flippant word, and have a rall)dng 
laugh, with the group round the fire. The scene com- 
pletely realized Poor Robin's humble idea of the com- 
forts of mid-winter: — 

"Now trees their leafy hats do bare 
To reverence Winter *s silver hair; 
A handsome hostess, merry host, 
A pot of ale now and a toast, 
Tobacco and a good coal fire, 
Are things this season doth require. " * 

I had not been long at the inn when a post-chaise 
drove up to the door. A young gentleman stepped out, 
and by the light of the lamps I caught a glimpse of a 
countenance which I thought I knew. I moved for- 
ward to get a nearer view, when his eye caught mine. 
I was not mistaken; it was Frank Bracebridge, a 
sprightly good-humoured young fellow, with whom I 
had once travelled on the Continent Our meeting 
was extremely cordial; for the countehance of an old 
fellow-traveller always brings up the recollection of a 
thousand pleasant scenes, odd adventures, and excellent 
jokes. To discuss all Üiese in a transient interview at 
an inn was impossible; and finding that I was not 
pressed for time, and was merely making a tour of 
Observation, he insisted that I should give him a day 
or two at his father's country-seat, to which he was 

* Poor Robin's Almanack, 1684, 
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going to pass the holida3rSy and which lay at a few 
miles' distance. "It is better than eating a solitary 
Christmas dinner at an inn," said he; "and I can 
assure you of a hearty welcome in something of the 
old-fashioned style." His reasoning was cogent; and 
I must confess the preparation I had seen for universal 
festivity and social enjoyment had made me feel a 
little impatient of my loneliness. I closed, therefore, 
at once with his invitation: the chaise drove up to the 
door; and in a few moments I was on my way to the 
family mansion of the Bracebridges. 
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''Saint Francis and Saint Benedight 
Blesse this house from wicked wight; 
From the night-mare and the gobiin, 
That is hight good-feUow Robin; 
Keep it from all evil spirits, 
FaiiieSy weezels, rats^ and ferrets! 
From curfew time 
To the next prime." 

I Cartwright. 

It was a brilliant moonlight night, but extremely 
cold; OUT Chaise whiried rapidly over the frozea ground; 
the post-boy smacked his whip incessantly, and a part 
of the time his horses were on a gallop. "He knows 
where he is going," said my companion, laughing, "and 
is eager to arrive in time for some of the merriment 
and good cheer of the servants' hall. My father, you 
must know, is a bigoted devotee of the old school, 
and prides himself upon keeping up something of old 
English hospitality. He is a tolerable specimen of 
what you will rarely meet with now-a-days in its purfty, 
the old English coimtry gentleman; for our meu of 
fortune spend so much of their time in town, and 
fashion is carried so much into the country, that the 
strong rieh peculiarities of ancient rural life are almost 
polished away. My father, however, from early years, 
took b(»iest Peacham* for his text book, instead of 
♦ Po^cbam's Coraplfcte Gentleman, löaa. 
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Chesterfield; he determined, in his own mind, that 
there was no condition more truly honourable and en- 
viable than that of a country gentleman on his patemal 
lands, and, therefore, passes the whole of his time on 
his estate. He is a strenuous advocate for the revival 
of the old rural games and holiday observances, and 
is deeply read in the writers, ancient and modern, 
who have treated on the subject Indeed, his favourite 
ränge of reading is among the authors who flourished 
at least two centuries since; who, he insists, wrote and 
thought more like true Englishmen than any of their 
successors. H6 even regrets sometimes that he had 
not been bom a few centuries earlier, when England 
was itself, and had its peculiar manners and customs. 
As he lives at some distance from the main road, in 
rather a lonely part of the country, without any rival 
gentry near him, he has that most enviable of all 
blessings to an Englishman, an opportunity of indulg- 
ing the bent of his own humour without molestationi 
Beiög representative of the oldest family in the neigh- 
bourhood, and a great part of the peasantry being his 
tenants, he is much looked up to, and, in general, is 
known simply by the appellation of *The Squire;' a 
title which has been accorded to the head of the 
family since time immemorial. I think it best to give 
you lliese hints about my worthy old father, to prepare 
you for any little eccentricities that might otherwise 
appear absurd." 

We had passed for some time along the wall of a 
park, and at length the chaise stopped at the gate. It 
was in a heavy magnificent old style, of iron bars, 
fancifully wrought at top into flourishes and flowers. 
The huge Square columns that supported the gate were 
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Surmounted by the fatnily crest. Close adjoining waS 
the porter's lodge, sheltered under dark fir trees, and 
almost buried in shrubbery. 

The post-boy rang a large porter's bell, which 
resounded through the still frosty air, and was an- 
swered by the distant barking of dogs, with which the 
mansion house seemed garrisoned. An old woman 
immediately appeared at the gate. As the moonlight 
feil strongly upon her, I had a füll view of a little 
primitive dame, dressed very much in the antique 
taste, with a neat kerchief and stomacher, and her 
silver hair peeping from under a cap of snowy white- 
ness. She came courtesying forth, with many ex- 
pressions of simple joy at seeing her young master. 
Her husband, it seems, was up at the house keeping 
Christmas eve in the servants' hall; they could not de 
without him, as he was the best hand at a song and 
Story in the household. 

My friend proposed that we should alight and 
walk through the park to the hall, which was at nc 
great distance, while the chaise should foUow on* Out 
road wound through a noble avenue of trees, among 
the naked branches of which the moon glittered as 
she roUed through the deep vault of a cloudless sky. 
The lawn beyond was sheeted with a slight covering 
of snow, which here and there sparkled as the moon- 
beams caught a frosty crystal; and at a distance might 
be seen a thin transparent vapour, stealing up from 
the low grounds, and threatening gradually to shroud 
the landscape. 

My companion looked round him with transport: 
— "How often," said he, "have I scampered up this 
avenue, on retuming home on sdiool vacationsl How 
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often have I played under these trees when a boyl I 
feel a degree of filial reverence for them, as we look 
up to those who have dierished us in childhood. My 
father was always scnipulous in exacting our holidays, 
and having us around him on family festivals. He 
used to direct and superintend our games with the 
strictness that some parents do the studies of their 
children. He was very particular that we should play 
the old English games according to their original form; 
and consulted old books for precedent and authority 
for every 'merrie disport;' yet I assure you there never 
was pedantry so delightful. It was the poliqr of the 
good old gentleman to make his children feel that 
home was the happiest place in the world; and I value 
this delidous home-feeling as one of the choicest gifts 
a par^it can bestow." 

We were interrupted by the damour of a troop of 
dogs of all sorts and sizes, "mongrel, puppy, whelp, 
and hound, and curs of low degree," that, disturbed 
by the ringing of the porter's bell and the rattling of 
the Chaise, came bounding open-mouthed across the 
lawn. 

— **The little dogs and all, 
Tray, Blanch, and Sweetheart, see, they bark at mis!** 

aied Bracebric^e, laughing. At the sound of his 
voice, the bark was dianged into a ydp of delight, 
and in a moment he was surroimded and almost over- 
powered by the caresses of the faithful animals. 

We had now come in füll view of the old family 
mansion, partly thrown in deep shadow,. and partiy lit 
up by the cold moonshine. It was an irregulär build- 
ing of some magnitude, and seemed to be of the archi- 
tecture of düferent periods. One wing was evidently 
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very ancient, with heavy stone-shafted bow-windows 
jutting out and over-run with ivy, from among the 
foliage of which the small diamond-shaped panes of 
glass glittered with the mo(m-beams. Hie rest of the 
house was in the French taste of Charles the Second's 
time, having been repaired and altered, as my friend 
told me, by one of his ancestors, who retumed with 
that monarch at the Restoration. The groonds about 
the house were laid out in the old formal manner of 
artifidal flower-beds, clipped shrubberies, raised ter- 
races, and heavy stone balustrades, omamented with 
ums, a leaden statue or two, and a jet of water. The 
old gentleman, I was told, was extremely careful to 
preserve this obsolete finery in all its original State. 
He admired this fashion in gardening; it had an air 
of magnificence, was courtiy and noble, and befitting 
good old family style. The boasted imitation of natiure 
in modern gardening had sprung up with modern 
republican notions, but did not suit a monardiical 
govemment: it smacked of the levelling system. — I 
could not help smiling at this introduction of politics 
into gardeningj though I expressed some apprehension 
that I should find the old gentleman rather intolerant 
in his creed. — Frank assured me, however, that it was 
almost the only instance in which he had ever heard 
his father meddle with politics: and he believed that 
he had got this notion from a member of parliament 
who once passed a few weeks with him. The Squire 
was glad of any argument to defend his clipped yew 
trees and formal terraces, which had been occasionally 
attacked by modern landscape-gardeners. 
, As we approached the house, we heard the sound 
of music, and now BXid then a burst of laughter, from 
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one end of the buüding. This, Bracebridgc Said, must 
proceed from the servants' haU, where a great deal of 
revelry was permitted, and even encouraged, by the 
Squire, throughout the twelve days of Christmas; pro- 
vided every thing was done comformably to ancient 
usage. Here were kept up the old games of hoodman 
blind, shoe the wild mare, hot-cockles, steal the white 
loaf, hob apple, and snap-dragon; the Yule clog, and 
Christmas candle, were regularly bumt, and the mistle* 
toe, with its white berries, hung up, to the inmiinent 
peril of all the pretty housemaids,* 

So intent were the servants upon their sports, that 
we had to ring repeatedly before we could make our* 
selves heard, On our arrival being announced, the 
Squire came out to receive us, accompanied by his 
two other sons: one a young officer in the army, home 
on leave of absence; the other an Oxonian, just from 
the university. The Squire was a fine healthy-looking 
old gentleman, with silver hair curling lightly round 
an open florid countenance; in which a physiognomist, 
with the advantage, like myself, of a previous hint or 
two, might discover a Singular mixture of whim and 
benevolence. 

The family meeting was warm and affectionate. As 
the evening was far advanced, the Squire would not 
permit us to change our travelling dresses, but ushered 
US at once to the Company, which was assembled in a 
large old-fashioned haU. It was composed of difFerent 
branches of a numerous family connexion, where there 

♦ The mistletoe is still hung up in farm-houses and kitchens 
at Christmas; and the young men have the privilege of kissing the 
girls under it, plucking each time a beny from the bush. Whea 
the berries are all plucked, the privilege ceases. 
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were the usual proportion of cid undes and aunts, 
comfortably married dames, superannuated spinsters, 
blooming country cousins, half-fledged striplings, and 
bright-eyed boarding-school hoydens. They were vari- 
ously occupied; some at a round game of cards; others 
conversing around the fire-place; at one end of the 
hall was a group of the young folks, some nearly grown 
up, others of a more tender and budding age, fully en- 
grossed by a merry game; and a profusion of wooden 
horses, penny trumpets, and tattered dolls, about the 
floor, showed traces of a troop of little fairy beings, 
who, having frolicked through a happy day, had been 
cairied off to slumber through a peaceful night. 

While the mutual greetings were going on between 
Bracebridge and his relatives, I had time to scan the 
apartment I have called it a hall, for so it had cer- 
itainly been in old times, and the Squire had evidently 
endeavoured to restore it to sranething of its primitive 
State. Over the heavy projecting fire-place was sus- 
pended a pictmre of a warrior in armour, Standing by 
a white horse, and on the opposite wall hung a helmet, 
buckler, and lance.-^ At one end an enormous pair of 
antlers were inserted in the wall, the branches serving 
as hooks on which to suspend hats, whips, and spiurs; 
and in the cpmers of the apartment were fowling- 
pieces, fishing-rods, and other sporting implements. 
The fumiture was of the cumbrous workmanship of 
iormer days, though some articles of modern conveni^nce 
Jbadbeen added, and the oaken floor had been carpeted; 
so that the whole presented an odd mixture of parlour 
and hall. 

The grate had been removed from the wide pver- 
whelming fire-place, to make way for a fire of wood, 
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in the inidst of whick was an enormous log ^owing 
and bläzing, and sending forth -a vast vdume of light 
and heat: this I understood was the Yulc-clog, whidhi the 
Squire was particular in having brought and illnmined 
on a Christmas eve, according to andent aistom.* 

It was really delightful to see the old Squire seated 
in his hereditary elbow-diair, by the hospitable fireside 
of his ancestors, and looking around him like the sun 
of a System, beaming wannth and gladness to every 
heart. Even the very dog that iay stretched at his 
feet, as he lazily shifted his position and yawned, 
would look fcmdly up in his master's face, wag his tail 
against the floor, and Stretch himself again to sleep^ 
confident of kindness and protection. There is an 
emanation from the heart in genuine hospitality which 

♦ The Yule-clog is a great log of wood, sometimes the root of a 
tree, brought into the house with great ceremony, on Christmas 
eve, laid in the fire-place, and lighted with the bnmd of last year's 
clog. While it lasted there was great drinldng, singing, and teil- 
ing of tales. Sometimes it was accompanied by Christmas candles^ 
but in the cottages the only light was from the raddy blaze of the 
great wood fire. The Yule-clog was to bum all night; if it went 
ont, it was considered a sign of ill lack. 

Hemck mentions it in one of his songs: — 
"Come, bring with a noise, 
My merrie, merrie boyes, 
The Christmas log to the firii^: 
While my good dame, she 
Bids ye sdl be free, 
And drink to.your hearts* desiring." 
The Yule-clog is still bumt in many farm-houses and kitchens 
in England, particularly in the north, and there are seveml super- 
stitions connected with it among the peasantry. If a squinting 
person come to the house while it is buming, or a person bare- 
iboted, it is considered an ill omen. The brand remaining from 
the YuU'Clog is carefiilly put away to light the next year*s Christmas 
fire. 
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cannot be described, but is immediately feit, and puts 
the stranger at once at bis ease. I had not been 
seated many minutes by the comfortable hearth of the 
worthy old cavalier, before I found myself as much at 
home as if I had been one of the family. 

Supper was announced shortly after our arrival. It 
was served up in a spacious oaken Chamber, the panHs 
of which shone with wax, and around which were 
several family portraits decorated with hoUy and ivy. 
Beside the accustomed lights, two great wax tapers, 
called Christmas candles, wreathed with greens, were 
placed on a highly-polished buffet among the family 
plate. The table was abmidantly spread with sub- 
stantial faxe; but the Squire made his supper of fru- 
menty, a dish made of wheat cakes boiled in milk 
with rieh spices, being a Standing dish in old times 
for Christmas eve. I was happy to find my old friend, 
minced-pie, in the retinue of the feast; and finding 
him to be perfectly orthodox, and that I need not be 
ashamed of my predilection, I greeted him with all the 
warmth wherewith we usually greet an old and very 
genteel acquaintance. 

The mirth of the Company was greatly promoted 
by the humours of an eccentric personage whom Mr. 
Bracebridge always addressed with the quaint appella- 
tion of Master Simon. He was a tight, brisk litüe man, 
with the air of an arrant old bachelor. His nose was 
shaped like the bill of a parrot; his face slightly pitted 
with the small-pox, with a diy perpetual bloom on it, 
like a frost-bitten leaf in autumn. He had an eye of 
great quickness and vivacity, with a droUery and lurk- 
ing waggery of expression that was irresistible. He 
was evidently the wit of the family, dealing very much 
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in sly jokesand innuendoes with the ladies, and mak- 
ing infinite merriment by harpings upon old themes; 
which, unfortunately, my ignorance of the family 
chronicles did not permit me to enjoy. It seemed to 
be bis great delight during supper to keep a young 
girl next bim in a continual agony of stifled laugbter, 
in spite of ber awe of tbe reproving looks of ber 
motber, wbo sat opposite. Indeed be was tbe idol of 
tbe younger part of tbe Company, wbo laugbed at 
everytbing be said or did, and at every tum of bis 
countenance. I could not wonder at it; for be must 
bave been a miracle of accompbsbments in tbeir eyes. 
He could imitate Puncb and Judy; make an old woman 
of bis band, witb tbe assistance of a bumt cork and 
pocket-bandkercbief; and cut an orange into sucb a 
ludicrous carricature, tbat tbe young folks were ready 
to die witb laugbing. 

I was let briefly into bis bistory by Frank Brace- 
bridge. He was an old bacbelor, of a small independent 
income, wbicb by careful management was sufficient 
for all bis wants. He revolved tbrougb tbe family 
System like a vagrant comet in its orbit; sometimes 
visiting one brancb, and sometimes aijotber quite re- 
mote; as is often tbe case witb gentlemen of extensive 
connexions and small fortunes in England. He bad a 
cbirping buoyant disposition, always enjoying tbq pre- 
sent moment; and bis frequent change pf scene and 
Company preventing bis acquiring tbose rusty unaccom- 
modating babits witb wbicb old bacbelors are so im- 
ebarit^bly cbarged. He was a complete family cbronicle, 
being versed in tbe genealogy, bistory, and intermar- 
riages of tbe wbole bouse of Bracebridge, wbicb made 
bim a great favoiurite witb tbe old folks; be was a 
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-beau of all the eider ladies and superannuated spinsters, 
among whom he was habitually considered rather a 
young fellow, and he was a master of the revels among 
the children; so that there was not a more populär 
being in the sphere in which he moved than Mr. 
Simon Bracebridge. Of late years, he had resided 
almost entirely with the Squire, to whom he had be- 
come a factotum, and whom he particularly delighted 
by jumping with his humour in respect to old times, 
and by having a scrap of an old song to suit every 
occasion. We had presently a specimen of his last- 
mentioned talent; for no sooner was supper removed, 
and spiced wines and other beverages peculiar to the 
season introduced, than Master Simon was called on 
for a good old Christmas song. He bethought himself 
for a moment, and then, with a sparkle of the eye, 
and a voice that was by no means bad, excepting that 
it ran occasionally into a falsetto, like the notes of a 
split reed, he quavered forth a quaint old ditty, — 
: " Now Christmas is come, 
Let US beat np the dn^m. 

And call all our neighbours together; 
And when they appear, 
Let US make them such cheer, 

As will keep out the wind and the weather," &c. 
The supper had disposed every one to gaiety, and 
an old harper was summoned from the servants' hall, 
where he had been strumming all the evening, and to 
all appearance comforting himself with some of the 
Squire's home-brewed. He was a kind pf hanger-on, 
I was told, of the establishment, and though ostensibly 
a resident of the village, was oftener to be found in 
the Squire's kitchen than his own home, the old gentle- 
man being fond of the sound of "Harp in hall." 

i6» 
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The dance, like most dances after supper, was s 
merry one; some of the older folks joined in it, and 
the Squire himself figured down several couple with a 
partner with whom he affirmed he had danced at every 
Christmas for nearly half a Century. Master Simon, 
who seemed to be a kind of connecting link between 
the old times and the new, and to be withal a little 
antiquated in the taste of his accomplishments, evi- 
dently piqued himself on his dancing, and was en- 
deavouring to gain credit by the heel and toe, riga- 
doon, and other graces of the ancient school; but he 
had unluckily assorted himself with a little romping 
girl from boarding-schooly who, by her wild vivacity, 
kept him continually on the stretdi, and defeated ail 
his sober attempts at elegance: — sudbi are the ill-sorted 
matches to which antique gentlemen are unfortunately 
pronel 

The yomig Öxonian, on the contrary, had led out 
one of his maiden aunts, on whom the rogue played a 
thousand little knaveries with impunity: he was füll 
of practical jokes^ and his delight was to tease his 
aunts and cousins; yet, like all madcap youngsters, he 
was a universal favourite among the women. The most 
interesting couple in the dance was the young officer 
and a ward of the Squire's, a beautiful blushang girl 
of seventeen. From sereral sly glances whidi I had 
noticed in the course of the evening, I suspected there 
was a little kindness growing up between them; and, 
indeed, the yoimg soldier was just the hero to captivate 
a romantic girl. He was tall, slender, and handsome, 
and, like most young British officers of late years, had 
picked up various small accomplishments on the Con- 
tinent — he cöuld talk French and Italian— draw land^ 
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scapes — singvery tolerably — dance divinely; but, above 
all, he had been woimded at Waterloo: — ^what girl of 
seventeen, well read in poetry and romance, could 
resist such a mirror of chivalry and perfection! 

The moment the dance was over, he caught up a 
guitar, and lolling against the old marble fire-place, in 
an attitude whidi I am half indined to suspect was 
studied, began the little French air of the Troubadour. 
The Squire, however, exdaimed against having any- 
thing on Quistmas eve but good old English; upon 
which the 3roung minstrel, casting up his eye for a 
moment, as if in an efifort of memory, Struck into an- 
other strain, and, with a channing air of gallantry, 
gave Herrick's "Ni^t-Piece to Julia:*' — 

"Her eyes the glow-worm lend the^ 
The shooting stais attend thee, 

And the dves also, 

Whose little eyes glow 
like the sparks of fire, be&iend thee. 

No Will-o'-th»-Wisp mislight thee; 
Nor snake or glow-worm bite thee; 

But on, on thy way, 

Not making a stay, 
Since ghost there is none to affirig^ thee. 

Then let not the duk thee camber; 
What thoQg^ the moon does slomber, 

The stazs of the night 

Will lend thee their light, 
like tapers dear without ntunber. 

Then, Julia, let me woo thee, 
Thns, thus to come unto me: 

And when I shall meet 

Thy stivery feet, 
My soal m pour into thee.'* 

The song might have been intended in compliment 
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to the fair Julia, for so I found his partner was called, 
or it might not; she, however, was certainly uncon- 
scious of any such application, for she never looked at 
the singer, but kept her eyes cast upon the floor. Her 
face was sufFused, it is true, with a beautiful blush, 
and there was a gentle heaving of the bosom, but all 
that was doubtless caused by the exercise of the dance; 
indeed, so great was her indifference, that she was 
amusing herseif with plucking to pieces a choice bouquet 
of hot-house flowers, and by the time the song was 
concluded, the nosegay lay in ruins on the floor. 

The party now broke up for the night with the 
kind-hearted old custom of shaking hands. As, I 
passed through the hall, on the way to my Chamber, 
the dying embers. of the Fule-clog still sent forth a 
dusky glow, and had it not been the season when "no 
spirit dares stir abroad," I should have been half 
tempted to steal from my room at midnight, and peep 
whether the fairies might not be at their revels about 
the hearth. 

My Chamber was in the old part of the mansion, 
the ponderous fumiture of which might have been 
fabricated in the days of the giants. The room was 
panelled with comices of heavy carved-work, in which 
flowers and grotesque faces were strangely intermingled; 
and a row of black-looking portraits stared moumfuUy 
at me from the walls. The bed was of rieh though 
faded damask, with a lofty tester, and stood in a niche 
opposite a bow-window. I had scarcely got into bed 
when a strain of music seemed to break forth in the 
air just below the window. I listened, and found it 
proceeded from a band, which I concluded to be the 
waits from some neighbouring village. They .went 
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round the house, playing under the Windows. I drew' 
aside the curtains, to hear them more distinctly. The 
moon-beams feil through the upper part of the case- 
ment, partially Ijghtmg.up the antiquated apartment 
The Sounds, as- they receded, became more soft and 
atrial, and seemed to accord with quiet and moonlight. 
I listened and listened — they became more and more 
tender and remote, and, as they gradually died away, 
my head sunk üpon the pillow and I feil asleep. 
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"Dark and dull night flie hence away, 
And give the honour to this daj 
That sees December tum*d to May. 

***** 

Why does the chilling winter's mome 
Smile like a fidd beset with com? 
Or smell like to a meade new>shome^ 
Thus on the sudden? — Come and see 
The cause why things thns fragrant be." 
Herrick. 

When I awoke the next moming, it seemed as if 
all the events of the preceding evening had been a 
dream, and nothing but the identity of the ancient 
Chamber convinced me of their reality. While I lay 
musing on my pillow, I heard the sound of little feet 
pattering outside of ihe door, and a whispering con- 
sultation. Presently a choir of small voices chanted 
forth an old Christmas carol, the bürden of which was, 

"Rejoice, our Saviour He was bom 
On Christmas Day in the morning." 

I rose softly, slipped on my dothes, opened the 
door suddenly, and beheld one of the most beautiful 
little fairy groups that a painter could imagine. It 
consisted of a boy and two girls, the eldest not more 
than six, and lovely as seraphs. They were going the 
rounds of the house, and singing at every chamber- 
door; but my sudden appearance frightened them into 
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mute bashfulness. They remained for a moment play- 
ing on their Ups with their fingers, and now and then 
stealing a shy glance, from under their eyebrows, until, 
as if by one Impulse, they scampered away, and as 
they tumed an angle of the gallery, I heard them 
laughing in triumph at their escape. 

Every thing conspired to produce kind and happy 
feelings in this stronghold of cdd-fashioned hospitality. 
The window of my Chamber looked out upon what in 
Summer would have been a beautiful landscape. There 
was a sloping lawn, a fine stream winding at the foot 
of it, and a tract of patk beyond, with noble clumps 
of trees, and herds of deer. At a distance was a neat 
hamlet, with the smoke from the cottage chimneys 
hanging over it; and a church with its daxk spire in 
strong relief against the clear cold sky. The house 
was surrounded with evergreens according to the English 
custCHn, which would have given almost an appearance 
of Summer; but the moming was extremely frosty; the 
light vapour of the preceding evening had been pre- 
cipitated by the cold, and covered all the trees and 
every blade of grass with its crystallizations. The 
rays of a bright moming sun had a dazzling effect 
among the glittering foliage. A robin, perched upon 
the top of a mountain ash that hung its Clusters of red 
beiries just before my window, was basking himself in 
the sunshine, and piping a few querulous notes; and 
a peacock was displaying all the glories of his train, 
and strutting with the pride and gravity of a Spanish 
grandee on the terrace-walk below. 

I had scarcely dressed m3rself, when a servant ap- 
peared to invite me to family prayers. He showed me 
the way to a small cbapel in the old wieg of the 
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house, where I found the principal part of the family 
already assembled in a kind of gallery, fiimished with 
cushionSy hassocks, and large prayer-books; the ser- 
vants were seated on benches below. The old gentle- 
man read prayers from a desk in front of the galleiy, 
and Master Simon acted as derk, and made the re- 
sponses, and I must do him the justice to say that he 
acquitted himself with great gravity and decorum. 

The Service was followed by a Christmas carol, 
which Mr. Bracebridge himself had constructed from a 
poem of his favourite author, Herrick; and it had been 
adapted to an old chufch melody by Master Simon. 
As there were several good voices among the house- 
hold, the effect was extremely pleasing; but I was 
particularly gratified by the exaltation of heart, and 
sudden sally of gratefiil feeling, with which the worthy 
Squire delivered one stanza; his eyes glistening and his 
voice rambling out of all the bounds of time and tune: 

**'Tis Thou that crown'st my glittering hearth 

With guiltlesse mirth. 
And giv'st me Wassaile bowles to drink, 

Spiced to the briDk. 
Lord, 't is Thy plenty-droppmg hand 

That soiles my land; 
And giv'st me for my bushell sowne^ 

Twice ten for one. " 

I afterwards understood that early moming Service 
was read on every Sunday and Sainf s day throughout 
the year, either by Mr. Bracebridge or by some mem- 
ber of the family. It was once almost universally the 
case at the seats of the nobility and gentry of Eng- 
land, and it is much to be regretted that the custom 
is fallen into neglect; for the dullest observer must be 
sensible of the order and s^renity prevalent in those 
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hoüseholds, where the occasional exercise of a beautiful 
form of worship in the moming gives, as it were, the 
key-note to every temper for the day, and attunes 
every spirit to harmony. 

Out breakfast consisted of what the Squire de- 
nominated true old English fare. He indulged in some 
bitter lamentations over modern breakfasts of tea and 
toast, which he censured as among the causes of 
modern efFeminacy and weak nerves and the decline 
of old English heartiness; and though he admitted 
them to his table to suit the palates of his guests, yet 
there was a brave display of cold meats, wine, and ale 
on the sideboard. 

After breakfast I walked about the grounds with 
Frank Bracebridge and Master Simon, or Mr. Simon, 
as he was called, by everybody but the. Squire. We 
were escorted by a number of gentlemen-like dogs, 
that seemed loungers about the establishment; from 
the frisking spaniel to the steady old stag-hound; the 
last of which was of a race Ihat had been in the 
family time out of mind: they were all obedient to a 
dog-whistle which hung to Master Simon's button-hole, 
and in the midst of their gambols would glance an eye 
occasionally upon a small switch he carried in his hand. 

The old mansion had a still more venerable look 
in the yellow sunshine than by pale moonlight; and I 
could not but feel the force of the Squire's idea, that 
the formal terraces, heavily moulded balustrades, and 
clipped yew-trees, carried with them an air of proud 
aristocracy. There appeared to be an unusual number 
of peacocks about the place , and I was making some 
remarks upon what I termed a flock of them, that 
were baskmg under a sunny wall, when I was gently 
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corrected in my phraseology by Master Simon, who 
told me that, according to the most andent and ap- 
proved treatise on hunting, I must say a tnusier of 
peacocks. "In the same way," added he, with a slight 
air of pedantry, "we say a flight of doves or swallows, 
a bevy of quails, a herd of deer, of wrens, or cranes, 
a skulk of foxes, or a building oif rooks." He went on 
to inform me, that, according to Sir Anthony Fitz- 
herbert, we ought to ascribe to this bird "both imder- 
standing and glory; for being praised, he will pre- 
sently set up his tail^ chiefly against die sun, to the 
intent you may the better behold the beauty th^eof. 
£ut at the fall of the leaf, when his tail falledi, he will 
moum and hide himself in comers, tili his tail come 
again as it was." 

I could not help smiling at this display of small 
erudition on so whimsical a subject; but I foand that 
the peacocks were birds of some consequencc at the 
hall, for Frank Bracebridge informed me that they 
were great favourites with his father, ^dio was ex- 
tremely careful to keep up the breed; partiy because 
they belonged to chivalry, and were in great request 
at the stately banquets of the olden time; and partiy 
because they had a pomp and magnificence about 
them, highly becoming an old family mansion. No- 
thing, he was aocustomed to say, had an air of greater 
State and dignity than a peacock perched upon an 
antique stone balustrade. 

Master Simon had now to hurry ofif, having an ap- 
pointment at the parish church with the viUage chor- 
isters, who were to perform some music of his selection. 
There was something extremely agreeable in the cheer- 
fal flow of a»imal spirits of the Uttle man; and I con- 
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fess I liad beeh somewhat surprised at his apt quota- 
tions from authors who certainly were not in tlie ränge 
of every-day reading. I mentioned this last circum- 
stance ta Frank Bracebridge, who told me with a smile 
that Master Simon's whole stock of erudition was con- 
fined to some half-a-dozen old authors, which the Squire 
had put into his hands, and which he read over and 
over, whenever he had a studious fit; as he sometimes 
had on a rainy day, or a long winter evening. "Sir 
Anthony Fitzherbert's Book ofHusbandry;" "Markham's 
Country Contentments;" "the Tretyse of Hunting, by Sir 
Thomas Cocka3me, Knight;" "Izaak Walton's Angler," 
and two or three more such ancient worthies of the pen, 
were his Standard authorities; and, like all men who 
know but a few books, he looked up to them with a 
kind of idolatry, and quoted them on all occasions. 
As to his songs, they were chiefly picked out of old 
books in the Squire's library, and adapted to tunes 
that were populär among the choice spirits of the last 
Century. His practical application of scraps of literature, 
however, had caused him to be looked upon as a pro- 
digy of book-knowledge by all the grooms, hontsmen, 
and small sportsmen of the neighbourhood. 

While we were talking we heard the distant toll of 
the village bell, and I was told that the Squire was a 
little particular in haying his household at chim±L on 
a Christmas moming; considering it a day of poming 
out of thanks and rejoicing; for, as old Tüsser observed, 
'* At Christmas be merry, and thankful withal. 
And fcast tby poor neighbours, the great with the smalL" 

"If you are disposed to go to church," said Frank 
Bracebridge, "I can promise you a specimen of my 
cousin Simon's musical achievements. As the churdi 
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IS destitutc 6f an organ, he has formed a'banä firom 
the village amateurs, and established a musical club 
for their improvement; he has also sorted a choir, as 
he sorted my father's pack of hounds, according to the 
directions of Jervaise Markham, in his *Coun^ Con- 
tentments;' for the bass he has sought out all the 'deep, 
solemn mouths/ and for the tenor the *loud ringing 
mouths/ among the country bumpkins; and for *sweet 
mouths/ he has cuUed with curious taste among the 
prettiest lasses in the neighbourhood; though these last, 
he affirms, are the most difficult to keep in tune; your 
pretty female singer being exceedingly wayward and 
capricious, and very liable to accident" 

As the moming, though frosty, was remarkably fine 
and clear, most of the family walked to the church, 
which was a very old building of grey stone, and stood 
near a village about half a mile from the park-gate. 
Adjoining it was a low snug parsonage, whidi seemed 
coeval with the church. The front of it was perfectly 
matted with a yew-tree, that had been trained against 
its walls, through the dense foliage of which apertures 
had been formed to admit light into the small antique 
lattices. As we passed this sheltered nest, the parson 
issüed forth and preceded us. 

I had expected to see a sleek well-conditioned 
pastor, such as is often found in a snug living in the 
vicinity of a rieh patron's table; but I was disappointed. 
.The parson was a little, meagre, black-looking man, 
with a grizzled wig that was too wide, and stood off 
from each ear; so that his head seemed to have shrunk 
iway within it, like a dried filbert in its shell He 
ivore a rusty coat, with great skirts, and pockets that 
would have held the church bible änd präyer-book; aud 
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his small tegs seemed still smaller, from being planted 
in large shoes, decorated with enormous buckles. 

I was informed by Frank Bracebridge, that the 
parson had been a chum of bis father's at Oxford, and 
had received this living shortiy after the latter had 
come to his estate. He was a complete black-letter 
hunter, and would scarcely read a work printed in the 
Roman character. The editions of Caxton and Wjmkin 
de Worde were his delight; and he was indefatigable 
in his researches after such old English writersV as have 
fallen into oblivion from their worthlessness. In de- 
ference, perhaps, to the notions of Mr. Bracebridge, he 
had made diligent investigations into the festive rites 
and holiday customs of former times; and had been as 
zealous in the inquiry, as if he had been a boon com- 
panion; but it was merely with that plodding spirit 
with which men of adust temperament foUow up any 
track of study merely because it is denominated leam- 
ing; indifferent to its intrinsic nature, whether it is the 
illustration of the wisdom, or of the ribaldry and ob- 
scenity of antiquity. He had pored over these old 
volumes so intensely, that they seemed to have been 
reflected into his countenance indeed; which, if the 
face be an index of the mind, mijght be compared to 
a title-page of black-letter. 

On reaching the church-porch, we found the parson 
rebuking the gray-headed sexton for having used mistle- 
toe among the greens with which the church was de- 
corated. It was, he observed, an imholy plant, pro- 
faned by having been used by Üie Dniids in their 
mystic ceremonies; and though it might be innocently 
employed in the festive oinamenting of halls and 
kitchens, yet it had been deemed by the Fathers of 
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the Church as unhallowed, and totally unfit for sacred 
purpo^es. So tenacious was he on this point, that the 
poor sexton was obliged to strip down a great part of 
the humble trophies of his taste, before the parson 
would consent to enter upon the Service of the day. 

The interior of the church was venerable but simple; 
on the walls were several mural monuments of the 
Bracebridges, and just beside the altar was a tomb of 
ancient workmanship, on which lay the effigy of a 
warrior in armour, with his legs crossed, a sign of his 
having been a crusader. I was told it was one of the 
family who had signalized himself in the Holy Land, 
and the same whose picture hung over the fire-place 
in the hall. 

During Service, Master Simon stood up in the pew, 
and repeated the responses very audibly: evincing that 
kind of ceremonious devotion punctually observed by 
a gentleman of the old school, and a man of old 
family connexions. I observed too, that he tumed 
over the leaves of a folio prayer-book with something 
of a flourish; possibly to show ofF an enormous seal- 
ring which enriched one of his fingers, and which had 
the look of a family relic. But he was ,evidently most 
Bolicitous about the musical part of the service, keep- 
ing his eye fixed intently on the choir^ and beating 
time with much gesticulation and emphasis. 

The orchestra was in a sm^U gallery, and presented 
a most whimsical grouping of heads, piled one above 
the other, among which I paiticularly noticed that of 
the villagc tailor, a pale fellow with a retreating fore- 
head and chin, who played on the clarionet, and 
seemed to have blown his face to a point; and there 
Wa3 another, a short pursy man, stooping and labout* 
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ing at a bass viol, so as to show noüiing but the top 
of a round bald head, like the egg of an ostrich. 
There were two or three pretty faces among the female 
Singers to which the keen air of a frosty moming had 
given a bright rosy tint; but the gentlemen choristers 
had' evidentiy been chosen, like old Cremona fiddles, 
more for tone than looks; and as several had to sing 
from the same book, there were clusterings of old phy- 
siognomies, not unlike those groups of cherubs we 
sometimes see on country tombstones. 

The usual Services of the choir were managed 
tolerably well, the vocal parts generally lagging a little 
behind the instrumental, and some loitering fiddler 
now and then making up for lost time by travelling 
over a passage with prodigious celerity, and Clearing 
more bars than the keenest foxhunter, to be in at the 
death. But the great trial was an anthem that had 
been prepared and arranged by Master Simon, and on 
which he had founded great expectations. XJnluckily 
there was a blunder at the very outset; the musicians 
became flurried; Master Simon was in a fever; everything 
went on lamely and irregularly imtil they came to a 
Chorus beginning "Now let us sing with one accord," 
which seemed to be a signal for parting Company: all 
became discord and confusion; each shifted for him- 
self, and got to the end as well, or rather as soon, as 
he could, excepting one old chorister in a pair of hom 
spectacles, bestriding and pinching a long sonorous 
nose; who, happening to stand a little apart, and being 
wrapped up in his own melody, kept on a quavering 
course, wriggling his head, ogling his book, and wind- 
ing all up by a nasal solo of at least three bars' duration. 

The parson gave us a most erudite sermon on the 

7*^ SkeUA Book, I? 
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rites and oeremonies of Christmas, and the propriety 
of obsemng it not merely as a day of thanksgiving, 
but of rejoicing; supporting the correctness of his 
opinions by the earliest usages of the church, and en- 
fordng them by the authorities of Theophilus of Cesarea, 
St Cyprian, St Chrysostom, St. Augustine^ and a cloud 
more of Saints and Fathers, from whom he made copious 
quotations. I was a little at a loss to perceive the ne- 
cessity of such a mighty array of forces to maintain a 
point which no one present seemed inclined to dispute; 
but I soon found that the good man had a legion of 
ideal adversaries to contend with; having, in the course 
of his researches on the subject of Christmas, got com- 
pletely embroiled in the sectarian controversies of the 
Revolution, when the Puritans made such a fierce as- 
sault upon the ceremonies of the church, and poor old 
Christmas was driven out of the land by- proclamation 
of Parliament* The worthy parson lived but with 
times past, and knew but a little of the present 

Shut up among worm-eaten tomes in the retirement 
of his antiquated little study; the pages of old times 
were to him as the gazettes of the day; while the era 

♦ From the "Flying Eagle," a small Gazette, publishcd De- 
cember 24, 1652: — ''The House spent xnuch time this day about 
the businesse of the Navy, for settling the afiairs at sea; and befbre 
they rose, were presented with a terrible remonstrance against 
Christmas Day, grounded upon divine Scriptures, 2 Cor. v. 16, 
I Cor. XV. 14, 17; and in honour of the Lord's Day, grounded 
upon these Scriptures, John XX. i; Rev. i. 10; Psalm cxviiL 24; 
Lev. xxiii. 7, II; Mark xvi. 8; Psalm Lxxxiv. 10, in which 
Christmas is called Anti-Christ*s masse, and those Massemongers 
and Papists who observe it, &c. In consequence of which Parlia- 
ment spent some time in consultation about the abolition of Christ- 
mas Day, passed (»ders to that effect, and resolved to sit on the fol« 
lowing day, which was commonly called Christmas Day." 
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of the Revolution was mere modern history. He forgot 
that nearly two eenturies had elapsed since Üie fiery 
persecution of poor mince-pie throughout the land; 
whenr plum-porridge was denounced as "merepopery," 
and roast beef as anti-christian; and that Christmas 
had been brought in again triumphantly with the meiay 
court of King Charles at the Restoration. He kindled 
into warmth with the ardour of his contest, and the 
host of imaginary foes with whom he had to combat; 
had a stubbom conflict with old Prynne and two or 
three other forgotten Champions of the Round Heads, 
on the subject of Christmas festivity; and concluded 
by urging his hearers, in the most solemn and affect- 
ing manner, to stand to the traditionary customs of 
their fathers, and feast and make merry on this joyful 
anniversary of the churdi. 

I have seldom known a sermon attended apparently 
with more immediate effects; for on leaving the church 
the congregation seemed one and all possessed with 
the gaiety of spirit so eamestly enjoined by their pastor. 
The eider folks gathered in knots in the churchyard, 
greeting and shaking hands; and the children ran 
about crying, Ule! Ule! and repeating some uncouth 
rhymes,* which the parson, who had joined us, in- 
formed me had been handed down from days of yore. 
The villagers dc^ed their hats to the Squire as he 
passed, giving him the good wishes of the season with 
every appearance of heartfelt sincerity, and were in- 
vited by him to the hall, to take something to keep out 
the cold of the weather; and I heard blessings uttered 

• "Ule! Ulel 

Three puddings in a pule; 
Crack nuts and cry ulel " 

17* 
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by several of the poor, which convinced me that, in 
the midst of his enjoyments, the worthy old cavalier 
had not forgotten the true Christmas virtue of charity, 
On our way homeward his heart seemed overflow- 
ing with generous and happy feelings. As we passed 
over a rising ground which commanded someihing of 
a prospect, the sounds of rustic merriment now and 
then reached our ears; the Squire paused for a few 
moments, and looked around with an air of inexpres- 
sible benignity. The beauty of the day was of itself 
sufficient to inspire philanthropy. Notwithstanding the 
frostiness of the moming, the sun in his cloudless 
joiuney had acquired sufficient power to melt away 
the thin covering of snow from every southem de- 
clivity, and to bring out the living green which adoms 
an English landscape even in mid-winter. Large tracts 
of smiling verdure contrasted with the dazzling white- 
ness of the shaded slopes and hollows. Every shel- 
tered bank, on which the broad rays rested, yielded 
its silver rill of cold and limpid water, glittering through 
the dripping grass; and sent up slight exhalations to 
contribute to the thin haze that hung just above the 
surface of the earth. There was something truly cheer- 
ing in this triumph of warmth and verdure over the 
frosty thraldom of winter: it was, as the Squire ob- 
served, an emblem of Christmas hospitality, breaking 
through the chills of ceremony and selfishness, and 
thawing every heart into a flow. He pointed with 
pleasure to the indications of good cheer reeking from 
the chimneys of the comfortable farm-houses, and low 
thatched cottages. "I love," said he, "to see this day 
well kept by rieh and poor; it is a great thing to have 
one day in the year, at least, when you are sure of 
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being welcome wherever you go, and of having, as it 
were, the world all thrown open to you; and I am al- 
most disposed to join with Poor Robin, in bis male- 
diction of every churlish enemy tothis bonest festival: — 

" *Those who at Christmas do repine 

And would fain hence despatch him, 
May they with old Duke Humphry dine, 
Or eise may Squirfe Ketch catch 'enu* " 

Tbe Squire went on to lament tbe deplorable decay 
of tbe games and amusements wbich were once pre- 
valent at this season among tbe lower Orders, and 
countenanced by tbe bigber; wben tbe old balls of 
Castles and manor-bouses were tbrown open at day- 
ligbt; wben tbe tables were covered witb brawn, and 
beef, and bumming ale; wben tbe barp and tbe carol 
resoimded all day long, and wben rieb and poor were 
alike welcome to enter and make merry.* "Our old 
games and local customs," said be, "bad a great efFect 
in making tbe peasant fond of bis bome, and tbe pro- 
motion of tbem by tbe gentry made bim fond of bis 
lord. Tbey made tbe times merrier, and kinder, and 
better; and I can truly say, witb one of our old poets, — 

*I like them well — the curious predseness 
And all-pretended gravity of those 
That seek to banish hence these hannless sports, 
Have thrust away much ancient honesty.* 

"Tbe nation," continued be, "is altered; we bave 

* '* An English gentleman at the opening of the great day, i, e. 
on Christmas Day in the moming, had 2dl his tenants and neighbonrs 
entered his hall by daybreak. The strong beer was broached, and 
the black jacks went plentifully about with toast, sugar, nutiü^ 
and good Cheshire cheese. The Hackin (the great sausage) most be 
boiled by day-break, or eise two young men most take the maiden 
(/. e. the Cook) by the arms and nm her round the market-place tili 
she is ashamed of her la?in«ss, " — Round about our Sca-Coal Fire. 
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almost lost our simple tnie-hearted peasantry. They 
have broken asimder from the higher classes, and seem 
to think their interests are separate. They have be- 
come too knowing, and begin to read newspapers, 
listen to alehouse politicians, and talk of reform. I 
think one mode to keep them in good humour in these 
hard times would be for the nobility and gentry to 
pass more time on their estates, mingle more among 
the country people, and set the merry old English 
games going again." 

Such was the good Squire's project for mitigating 
public discontent: and, indeed, he had once attempted 
to put his doctrine in practice, and a few years be- 
fore had kept open house during the holidays in the 
old style. The country people, however, did not under- 
stand how to play their parts in the scene of hospital- 
ity; many uncouth circumstances occurred; the manor 
was overrun by all the vagrants of the country, and 
more beggars drawn into the neighbourhood in one 
week than the parish officers could get rid of in a 
year. Since then, he had contented himself with in- 
viting the decent part of the neighbouring peasantry 
to call at the hall on Christmas day, and distributing 
beef, and bread, and ale, among the poor, that they 
might make merry in their own dwellings. 

We had not been long home when the sound of 
musip was heard from a distance. A band of countr}' 
lads without coats, their shirt sleeves fancifully tied 
with ribands, their hats decorated with greens, and 
clubs in their hands, were seen advancing up the 
avenue, followed by a large number of villagers and 
peasantry. They stopped before the hall door, where 
the music Struck up a peculiar air, and the lads pcr^ 
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formed a curious and intricate dance, advancing, re- 
treating, and striking their clubs together, keeping 
exact time to the music; while one, whimsically crowned 
with a fox's skin, the tail of which flaunted down his 
back, kept capering round the skirts of the dance, and 
rattling a Christmas-box with many antic gesticula- 
tions. 

The Squire eyed this fanciful exhibition wiüi great 
interest and delight, and gave me a füll account of its 
origin, which he traced to the times when the Romans 
held possession of the island; plainly proving that this 
was a lineal descendant of the sword dance of the 
ancients. "It was now," he said, "nearly extinct, but 
he had accidentally met with traces of it in the neigh- 
bourhood, and had enconraged its revival; thoug^, to 
teil the tnith, it was too apt to be foUowed up by rough 
cudgel-play and broken heads in the evening." 

After the dance was concluded, the whole party 
was entertained with brawn and beef, and stout home- 
brewed. The Squire himself mingled among the 
rustics, and was received with awkward demonstrations 
of deference and regard. It is true I perceived two or 
three of the younger peasants, as they were raising 
their tankards to their mouths when the Squire's back 
was tumed, making something of a grimace, and giv- 
ing each other the wink;' but the moment they caught 
my eye they pulled grave faces, and were exceedingly 
demure. With Master Simon, however, they all seemed 
more at Üieir ease. His varied occupations and amuse- 
ments had made him well-known throughout the neigh- 
bourhood. He was a visitor at every farm-house and 
cottage; gossiped with the farmers and their wives; 
romped with their daughters; and, like that type of a 
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vagrant bachelor, the humble-bee, toUed the sweets 
from all the rosy lips of the countiy round. 

The bashfulness of the guests soon gave way be- 
fore good cheer and affability. There is something 
genuine and aflfectionate in Üie gaiety of the lower 
Orders, when it is excited by the bounty and familiarity 
of those above them; the warm glow of gratitude enters 
into their mirth, and a kind word or a small pleasantry 
frankly uttered by a patron, gladdens the heart of the 
dependant more than oil and wine. When the Squire* 
had retired the merriment increased, and there was 
much joking and laughter, particularly between Master 
Simon and a hale, ruddy-faced, white-headed farmer, 
who appeared to be the wit of the village; for I ob- 
served all his companions to wait with open mouths 
for his retorts, and burst into a gratuitous laugh before 
they could well understand them. 

The whole house indeed seemed abandoned to 
merriment As I passed to my room to dress for 
dinner, I heard the sound of music in a small court, 
and, looking through a window that commanded it, I 
perceived a band of wandering musicians, with pandean 
pipes and tambourine; a pretty coquetish housemaid 
was dancing a jig with a smart countiy lad, while 
several of the other servants were looking on. In the 
midst of her sport the girl caught a glimpse of my 
face at the window, and, colouring up, ran ofF with an 
air of ro^sh afFected confusion. 
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''Lo, now is come the joyful'st feast! 
Let every man be joUy, 
Eache roome with yvie leaves is drest, 

And every post with holly. 
Now all our neighbours* chimneys smoke, 

And Christmas blocks are buming; 
Their ovens they with bak*t meats choke, 
And all their spits are tuming. 
Without the door let sorrow lie, 
And if, for cold, it hap to die, 
We'll bury *t in a Christmas pye, 
And evermore be merry." 

WiTHERS's Jidvenilia. 

I HAD finished my toilet, and was loitering with 
Frank Bracebridge in the library, when we heard a 
distant thwacking sound, which he informed me was 
a Signal for the serving up of the dinner. The Squire 
kept up old customs in kitchen as well as hall; and 
the rolling-pin, Struck upon the dresser by the cook, 
summoned the servants to carry in the meats; 

"Just in this nick the cook knock*d thrice, 
And all the waiters in a trice 
His summons did obey; 
Each serving man, with dish in band, 
March'd boldly up, like our train-band, 
Presented, and away." * 

The dinner was served up in the great hall, where 
the Squire always held his Christmas banquet. A 
* Sir John 3vckliiig. 
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blazing crackling fire of logs had been heaped on to 
warm the spacious apartment, and the flame went 
sparkling and wreathing up the wide-mouthed chimney. 
The great picture of the crusader and his white horse 
had been profusely decorated with greens for the oc- 
casion; and hoUy and ivy had likewise been wreathed 
round the hehnet and weapons on the opposite wall, 
which I understood were the arms of the same warrior. 
I must own, hy the by, I had strong doubts about the 
authenticity of the painting and armour as having be- 
longed to the crusader, they certainly having the stamp 
of more recent days; but I was told that the painting 
had been so considered time out of mind; and that, 
as to the armour, it had been found in a lumber room, 
and elevated to its present Situation by the Squire, 
who at once determined it to be the armour of the 
family hero; and as he was absolute authority on all 
such subjects in his own household, the matter had 
passed into current acceptation. A sideboard was set 
out just under this chivalric trophy, on which was a 
display of plate that might have vied (at least in 
variety) with Belshazzar's parade of the vessels of the 
temple; "flagons, cans, cups, beakers, goblets, basins, 
and ewers;'^ the gorgeous Utensils of good companion- 
ship, that had gradually accumulated through many 
generations of jovial housekeepers. Before these stood 
Öie two Yule candles beaming like two stars of the 
first magnitude; other lights were distributed in branches, 
and the whole array glittered like a firmament of silver. 
We were ushered into this banqueting scene with 
the Sound of minstrelsy, the old harper being seated 
on a stool beside the lireplace, and twanging. his in- 
strumeut with a vast deal mpre power than melody. 
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Never did Christmas board display a more goodly and 
gracious assemblage of countenances: those who were 
not handsome were, at least, happy; and happiness is 
a rare improver of your hard-favoured visage. I always 
consider an old English family as well worth ßtudying 
as a coUection of Holbein's portraits or Albert Durers 
prints. There is much antiquarian lore to be acquired; 
much knowledge of the physiognomies of former times. 
Perhaps it may be from having continually before their 
eyes those rows of old family portraits, with which the 
mansions of this country are stocked; certain it is, that 
the quaint features of antiquity are often most faith- 
fuUy perpetuated in these ancient lines; and I have 
traced an old family nose through a whole picture gal- 
lery, legitimately handed down from generation to 
generation, almost from the time of the Conquest. Some- 
thing of the kind was to be observed in the worthy 
Company around me. Many of their faces had evidently 
originated in a Gothic age, and been merely copied by 
succeeding generations; and there was one little girl, 
in particular, of staid demeanour, with a high Roman 
nose, and an antique vinegar aspect, who was a great 
favourite of the Squire's, being, as he said, a Brace- 
bridge all over, and the very counterpart of one of his 
ancestors who figured in the court of Henry VHI. 

The parson said grace, which was not a short 
familiär one, such as is commonly addressed to the 
Deity, in these unceremonious days; but a long, courtly, 
well-worded one of the ancient school. There was now 
a pause, as if something was expected; when suddenly 
the butler entered the hall with some degree of bustle; 
he was attended by a servant on each side with a large 
wax-light, and bore a silver dish, on which was au 
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enormous pig*s head, decorated with rosemary, with a 
lemon in its mouth, which was placed with great for- 
mality at the head of the table. The moment this 
pageant made its appearance, the harper Struck up a 
flourish; at the conclusion of which the young Oxonian, 
on receiving a hint from the Squire, gave, with an air 
of the most comic gravity, an old carol, the first verse 
of which was as foUows: — 

"Caput apri defero 

Reddens laudes Domino. 
The boar*s head in hand bring I, 
With garlands gay and rosemary. 
I pray you all synge merily 

Qui estis in convivio. " 

Though prepared to witness many of thcse little 
eccentricities, from being apprised of the peculiar hobby 
of mine host, yet, I confess, the parade with which so 
odd a dish was introduced somewhat perplexed me, 
until I gathered from the conversation of the Squire 
and the parson, that it was meant to represent the 
bringing in of the boar's head: a dish formerly served 
up with much ceremony, and the sound of minstrelsy 
and song, at great tables on Christmas day. "I like 
the old custom," said the Squire, "not merely because 
it is stately and pleasing in itself, but because it was 
observed at the College at Oxford, at which I was 
educated. When I hear the old song chanted, it brings 
to mind the time when I was young and gamesome — 
and ihe noble old coUege-hall — and my fellow students 
loitering about in their black gowns; many of whona, 
poor lads, are now in their graves!" 

The parson, however, whose mind was not haunted 
by such associations, and who was always more takeu 
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up with the text than the sentiment, objected to the 
Oxonian's version of the carol; which he affirmed was 
diflferent from that sung at College. He went on, with 
the dry perseverance of a commentator, to give the 
College reading, accompanied by sundry annotations; 
addressing himself at first to the Company at large; 
but finding their attention gradually diverted to other 
talk, and other objects, he lowered his tone as his 
number of auditors diminished, until he conduded his 
remarks, in an under voice, to a fat-headed old genüe- 
man next him, who was silently engaged in the dis- 
cussion of a huge plateful of turkey * 

The table was literally loaded with good cheer, and 
presented an epitome of country abundance, in this 

♦ The old ceremony of serving up the boar*s head on Christmas 
day is still observed in the hall of Queen's College, Oxford. I was 
favoured by the parson with a copy of the carol as now sang, and 
as it may be acceptable to such of my readers as are curious in these 
grave and leamed matters, I give it entire. 

<'The boar's head in hand bear I, 
Bedeck*d with bays and rosemary; 
And I pray you, my masters, be merry, 
Quot estis in convivio. 
Caput apri defero 
Reddens laudes Domino. 

The boar's head, as I understand, 
Is the rarest dish in all this land, 
Which thus bedeck'd with a gay garland 
Let US ser\'ire cantico. 
Caput apri defero, &c. 

Our Steward hath provided this 
In honour of the King of Bliss, 
Which on this day to be served Is 
In Reginensi Atrio. 
Caput apri defero," 
&c. &c. &c. 
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scason of overflowifig laxders. A distinguished post was 
allotted to "aacieat sirloin," as mine host termed it; 
being, as he added, "the standa«! of old English hos- 
pitality, aod a Joint of goodly presence, and fiill of ex- 
pectation." There were several dishes quaintly deco- 
rated, and which had evidently something traditionary 
in thieir embellishments; but about which, as I did not 
like to appear over curious, I asked no questions. 

I could not, however, but notice a pie, magnificently 
decorated with peacock's feathers, in imitation of the 
tail of that bird, which overshadowed a considerable 
tract of the talile. This, the Squire confessed with 
some little hesitation, was a pheasant-pie, thongh a 
peacock-pie was certainly the most authentical: but 
there had been such a mortality among the peacocks 
this season, that he could not prevail upon himself to 
have one killed.* 

It wouW be tedious, perhaps, to my wiser readers, 
who may not have that foolish fondness for odd and 
obsolete things to which I am a little given, were I to 

* The peacock was ancientiy in great demand for stately enter- 
tainments. Sometimes it was made into a pie, at one end of which 
the head appeared above the crust in all its plumage, with the beak 
richly gilt; at the other end the tail was displayed. Such pies were 
served up at the solemn banqnets of chival^, when Knights-errant 
pledged themselves to undertake any perilous enterprise: whence 
came the ancient oath, uscd by Justice Shallow, **by cock and pie. " 
The peacock was also an important dish for the Christmas feast; 
and Massinger, in his **City Madam'' gives some idea of the extra- 
vagance with which this, as well as other dishes, was prepared for 
the gorgeous revels of the olden times: — 
**Men may talk of country Christmasses, 
Their thirty pound butter'd eggs, their pies of carps' tongues: 
Their pheasants drench'd with ambergris; the carcctses ofthreefat 
wethers bruised for grai^y^ to make saucefor a Single peacock P* 



dby Google 



THE CHRISTMAS DINNER. 2^ l 

mention the other make-shifts of this wortliy old 
humourist^ by which he was endeavoiiring to fbllow up^ 
^ough at homble distance, the quaint customs of 
antiquity. I was pleased, however, to see the respect 
shown to his whims by his children and; relatives; who» 
indeed, entered readily into the füll spirit of them, and 
seemed all well versed in their parts; having doubtless 
been present at many a rehearsal. I was amused, too, 
at the air of profoimd gravity with which the butler 
and other servants executed the duties assigned them, 
however ecqentric. They had an old-fashioned look; 
having, ibr the most paxt, been brought up in the 
household, and grown into keeping with the antiquated 
mansion, and the humours of its lord; and most pro- 
bably looked upon all his whimsical regulations as the 
established laws of honourable housekeeping. 

When the cloth was removed, the butler brought in 
a huge silver vessel of rare and curious workmanship, 
which he placed before the Squire. Its appearance 
was hailed with acclamation; being the Wassail Bowl, 
so renowned in Christmas festivity. The contents had 
been prepared by the Squire himself; for it was a 
beverage in the skilful mixture of which he paxticularly 
prided himself; alleging that it was too abstruse and 
complex for the comprehension of an ordinary servant 
It was a potation, indeed, that might well make the 
heart of a toper leap within him; being composed of 
the riebest and raciest wines, highly spiced and sweet- 
ened, with roasted apples bobbing about the surface.* 

* The Wassail Bowl was sometlmes composed of ale instead of 
wine; with nutmeg, sogar, toast, giDger, and roasted crabs; in this 
way the nut-brown beverage is stUL prepaired in some old families, 
and round the hearths of substantid farmers at Christroas. It is 
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The old gentleman's whole countenance beamed 
with a serene look of indwelling delight, as he stirred 
this mighty bowl. Having raised it to his lips, with a 
hearty wi^ of a meny Christmas to all present, he 
sent it brimming round the board, for every one to 
follow his example, according to the primitive style: 
pronouncing it "the ancient fountain of good feeling, 
where all hearts met together."* 

There was mudi laughing and rallying as the honest 
emblem of Christmas joviality ciraüated, and was kissed 
rather coyly by the ladies. When it reached Master 
Simon, he raised it in both hands, and with the air of 
a boon companion Struck up an old Wassail chanson: — 

"The browne bowle, 
The merry browne bowle, 
As it goes round about-a, 

Fill 

Still, 
Let the world say what it will, 
And drink your fill all out-a. 

The deep canne, 

The merry deep canne^ 

also called LamVs Wool, and is celebrated by Herrick in his 
Twelfth Night:— 

"Next crowne the bowle ftdl 
With gentie Lamb's WooU, 
Add sogar, nutm^, and ginger, 
With Store of ale too; 
And thus ye must doe 
To make the Wassaile a swinger.'* 

• "The custom of drinking out of the same cup gave place to 
each having his cup. When the Steward came to the doore with 
the Wassel, he was to cry three times, Wässd, JVassfi, IVassd, 
and then the Chappel (chaplain) was to answer with a song." 

ARCHiCOLOGIA. 
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As thou dost freely quaff-a, 

Sing, 

Fling, 
Be as merry as a king, 
And sound a lusty laugh-a.''* 

Much of the conversation during dinner tumed upon 
family topics, to which I was a stranger. There was, 
however, a great deal of rallying of Master Simon about 
some gay widow, with whom he was accused of having 
a flirtation. This attack was commenced by the ladies; 
but it was continued throughout the dinner by the fat- 
headed old gentleman next the parson, with the per- 
severing assiduity of a slow-hound; being one of those 
long-winded Jokers, who, though rather duU at starting 
game, are unrivalled for their talents in hunting it 
down. At every pause in the general conversation, he 
renewed his bantering in pretty much the same terms; 
winking hard at me with both eyes, whenever he gave 
Master Simon what he considered a home thrust. The 
latter, indeed, seemed fond of being teased on the 
subject, as old bachelors are apt to be; and he took 
occasion to inform me, in an under tone, that the lady 
in question was a prodigiously fine woman, and drove 
her own curricle. 

The dinner-time passed away in this flow of inno- 
cent hilarity; and though the old hall may have re- 
sounded in its time with many a scene of broader rout 
and revel, yet I doubt whether it ever witnessed more 
honest and genuine enjoyment. How easy it is for 
one benevolent being to dißuse pleasure around him; 
and how truly is a kind heart a fountain of gladness, 
making every thing in its vicinity to freshen into smiles I 

♦ From Pöor Robin's Almanack. 
j:^f Sketch Booky l8 
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The joyous disposition of the worthy Squire was per- 
fectiy contagious: he was happy himself, and disposed 
to make all the world happy; and the little eccentricities 
of his humour did but season, in a manner, the sweet- 
ness of his philanthropy. 

When the ladies had retired, the conversation, as 
usual, became still more animated; many good things 
were broached which had been thought of during din- 
ner, but which would not exactly do for a lady's ear; 
and though I cannot positively affirm that there was 
much wit uttered, yet I have certainly heard many con- 
tests of rare wit produce much less laughter. Wit, 
after all, is a mighty tart, pungent ingredient, and 
much too acid for some stomachs; but honest good 
humour is the oil and wine of a merry meeting, and 
there is no jovial companionship equal to that, where 
the jokes are rather small, and the laughter abundant 

The Squire told several long stories of eaxly coUege 
pranks and adventures, in some of which the parson 
had been a sharer; though, in looking at the latter, it 
required some effort of imagination to figure such a 
little dark anatomy of a man into the perpetrator of a 
mad-cap gambol. Indeed, the two coUege chums pre- 
sented pictures of what men may be made by their 
different lots in life ; the Squire had left the University 
to live lustily on his patemal domains, in the vigorous 
enjoyment of prosperity and sunshine, and had flour- 
ished on to a hearty and florid old age; whilst the 
poor parson, on the contrary, had dried and withered 
away, among dusty tomes, in the silence and shadows 
of his study. Still there seemed to be a spark of almost 
extinguished fire, feebly glimmering in the bottom of 
his soul; and as the Squire hinted at a sly story of 
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the parson and a pretty milk-maid, whom they once 
met on the banks of the Isis, the old gentleman made 
an "aiphabet of faces," which, as fax as I could de- 
dpher his physiognomy, I verily believe was indica- 
tive of laughter^—rindeed, I have xarely met with an old 
gentleman that tbok absolute «fience at' the imputed 
gallantries of his youth. 

I found the tide of wine and wassail last gaining 
on the dry land of sober judgment. The Company 
grew memer and louder as their jokes grew duller. 
Master Simon was in as chirping a humour as a grass- 
hopper -fiUed with dew; his did songs grew of a warmer 
complexion, and he began to talk maudlin about the 
widow. He even gave a long song about the wooing 
of a widow, which he informed me he had gathered 
from an excellent black-letter work, entitled "Cupid's 
SoHdtor for Love," containing störe of good advice for 
badiclors, and which he promised to lend me. The 
first vcrse-was to this effect: — 

*^Hc tbat will woo a widow must not dally, 

He must make hay while the sun doth shine; 
He must not stand with her, Shall I, shall I? 
But boldly say, Widow, thou must be mine." 

This song inspired the fat-headed old gentleman, 
who made several attempts to teil a rather broad story 
out of Joe Miller, that was pat to the purpose; but he 
aJways stuck in the middle, every body recoUecting the 
latter part excepting himself. The parson, too, began 
to show the efFects of good cheer, having gradually 
settled down into a doze, and his wig sitting most 
suspiciously on one side. Just at this juncture we were 
summoned to the drawing-room, and, I suspect, at the 

i8» 
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private instigation of mine host, whose joviality seemed 
always tempered with a proper love of decorum. 

After the dinner-table was removed, the hall was 
given up to the younger members of the family, who, 
prompted to all kind of noisy inirth by the Oxonian 
and Master Simon, made its old walls ring with their 
merriment, as they played at romping games. I delight 
in witnessing the gambols of children, and particularly 
at this happy holiday-season, and could not help steal- 
ing out of the drawing-room on hearing one of their 
peals of laughter. I found them at the game of blind- 
man's bufF. Master Simon, who was the leader of their 
revels, and seemed on all occasions to fulfil the office 
of that ancient potentate, the Lord of Misrule,* was 
blinded in the midst of the hall. The little beings 
were as busy about him as the mock fairies about Fd- 
staif; pinching him, plucking at the skirts of his coat, 
and tickling him with straws. One fine blue-eyed girl 
of about thirteen, with her flaxen hair all in beautiful 
confusion, her frolic face in a glow, her frock half tom 
ofF her Shoulders, a complete picture of a römp, was 
the Chief tormentor: and from the slyness with which 
Master Simon avoided the smaller game, and hemmed , 
this wild little nymph in comers, and obliged her to 
jump shrieking over chairs, I suspected the rogüe of 
being not a whit more blinded than was convenient. 

When I retumed to the drawing-room, I found the 
Company seated round the fire, listening to the parson, 
who was deeply ensconced in a high-backed oaken 

♦ At Christmasse there was in the Kinge's house, wheresoever 
hee was lodged, a lorde of misrule, or mayster of merie disportes, 
and the like had ye in the house of every nobleman of honor, or 
good worshippe, were he spiriluall or temporaU. — Stow, 
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chair, the work of some cunning axtificer of yore, which 
had been brought from the library for bis particular 
accommodation. From this venerable piece of fumi- 
ture, with wbich bis sbadowy figure and dark weazen 
face so admirably accorded, be was dealing fortb 
Strange accounts of the populär superstitions and 
legends of the surrounding country, with which he had 
become acquainted in the course of bis antiquarian re- 
searches. I am half inclined to think that the old 
gentleman was bimself somewbat tinctured with super- 
stition, as men axe very apt to be who live a recluse 
and studious life in a sequestered paxt of the country, 
and pore over black-letter tracts, so often filled with 
the marvellous and supematural. He gave us several 
anecdotes of the fancies of the neighbouring peasantry, 
conceming the effigy of the crusader, which lay on the 
tomb by the church altar. As it was the only monu- 
ment of the kind in that part of the country, it had 
always been regarded with feelings of superstition by 
the good-wives of the village. It was said to get up 
from the tomb and walk the rounds of the churchyard 
in stormy nights, paxticularly when it thundered; and 
one old woman, whose cottage bordered on the church- 
yard, had Seen it, through the Windows of the church, 
when the moon shone, slowly pacing up and down the 
aisles. It was the belief that some wrong had been 
left unredressed by the deceased, or some treasiure 
hidden, which kept the spirit in a State of trouble and 
resüessness. Some talked of gold and jewels buried 
in the tomb, over which the spectre kept watch; and 
there was a story current of a sexton in old times who 
endeavoured to break bis way to the coffin at night; 
but just as he reached it, received a violent blow from 
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the marble haad of the effigy, which stretdred him 
senseless on the pavement These tales were often 
laughed at by some of the sturdier among* the rustics, 
yet when night came on, there were many of the 
stoutest unbelievers that were shy of ventunng alone 
in the footpath that led across the churchyard. 

From these and other anecdotes that fbüowed; the 
crusader appeared to be the favourite hero of ghost 
stories throughout the vicinity. His pictnre, which hang 
up in the hall, was thought by the servants to have 
something supematural about it; for they ronarked that, 
in whatever part of the hall you went, the eyes of the 
warrior were still fixed on you. The old porter's wife, 
too, at the lodge, who had been bom and brought up 
in the family, and was a great gossip among the naaid- 
servants, affirmed, that in her young days she had often 
heard say, that on Midsununer eve, when it is well 
known all kinds of ghosts, goblins, and fairies become 
visible and walk abroad, the crusader used to mount 
his horse, come down from his picture, ride about the 
house, down the avenue, and so to the church to visit 
the tomb; on which occasion the church-door most 
civilly swung open of itself: not that he needed it; for 
he rode through closed gates and even stone waUs, and 
had been seen by one of the dairy-maids to pass be- 
tween two bars of the great park gate, making himself 
as thin as a sheet of paper. 

All these superstitions I found had been very much 
countenanced by the Squire, who, though not super- 
stitions himself, was very fond of seeing others so. He 
listened to every gobiin tale of the neighbouring gossips 
with infinite gravity, and held the porter's wife in high 
favour on account of her talent for the marvellous. He 
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was himself a great reader of ol4 legends and romances, 
and often lamented that he could not believe in them; 
for a superstitious person, he* thought, must live in a 
Idnd of fairy land. 

Whilst we were all attention to the parson's stories, 
OUT ears were suddenly assailed by a burst of hetero- 
geneous sounds from the hall, in which were mingled 
something like the clang of rüde minstrelsy, with the 
uproar of many small voices and girlish laughter. The 
door suddenly flew open, and a train came trooping 
into the room, that might almost have beien mistaken 
for the breaking up of the court of Fairy. That in- 
defatigable spirit, Master Simon, in the faithful dis- 
Charge of his duties as lord of misrule, had conceived 
the idea of a Christmas mummery, or masquing; and 
having called in to his assistance iJiie Oxonian and the 
young officer, who were equally ripe for anything that 
should occasion romping and merriment, they had car- 
ried it into instant efifect The old housekeeper had 
been consulted; the antique clothes-presses and ward- 
robes rummaged and made to yield up the relics of 
finery that had not seen the light for several genera- 
tions; the younger part of the Company had been pri- 
vately convened from the parlour and hall, and the 
whole had been bedizened out, into a burlesque imita- 
tion of an antique masque.* 

Master Simon led the van, as "Ancient Christmas," 
quaintly apparelled in a ruff, a short cloak, which had 

* Maskings or mummeries were favourite sports at Christmas in 
old times; and the wardrobes at haUs and manor-houses were often 
laid nnder contribution to fumish dresses and fantastic disguisings. 
I strongly sospect Master Simon to have taken the idea of his from 
Ben Jonson's Masque of Christmas. 
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very much the aspect of one of the old housekeeper's 
petticoats, and a hat that might have served for a vil- 
lage steeple, and must indubitably have figured in the 
days of the Covenanters. From under this his nose 
curved boldly forth, flushed with a frost-bitten bloom, 
that seemed the very trophy of a December blast He 
was accompanied by the blue-eyed romp, dished up as 
"Dame Mince-Pie," in the venerable magnificence of 
faded brocade, long stomacher, peaked hat, and high- 
heeled shoes. The young officer appeared as Robin 
Hood, in a sporting dress of Kendal green, and a forag- 
ing-cap with a gold tassel. 

The costume, to be sure, did not bear testimony to 
deep research, and there was an evident eye to the 
picturesque, natural to a young gallant in presence of 
his mistress. The fair Julia hung on his arm in a pretty 
rustic dress, as "Maid Marfan." The rest of the train 
had been metamorphosed in various ways; the girls 
trussed up in the finery of the ancient heiles of the Brace- 
bridge line, and the striplings bewhiskered with bumt 
cork, and gravely dad in broad skirts, hanging sleeves, 
and fiill-bottomed wigs, to represent the characters of 
Roast Beef, Plum Pudding, and other worthies celebrated 
in ancient maskings. The whole was under the control 
of the Oxonian, in the appropriate character of Misrule; 
and I observed that he exerdsed rather a mischievous 
sway with his wand over the smaller personages of the 
pageant. 

The irruption of this motley crew, with beat of drum 
according to ancient custom, was the consummation of 
uproar and merriment Master Simon covered himself 
with glory by the stateliness with which, as Ancient 
Christmas, he walked a minuet with the peerless, though 
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giggling, Dame Mince-Pie. It was foUowed by a dance 
of all the characters, which, from its medley of costumes, 
seemed as though the old family portraits had skipped 
down from their frames to join in the sport Different 
centuries were figuring at cross hands and right and 
left; the dark ages were cutting pirouettes and riga- 
doons; and the da3rs of Queen Bessjiggingmerrily down 
the middle, through a line of succeeding generations. 

The worthy Squire contemplated these fantastic 
Sports, and this resurrection of his old wardrobe, with 
the simple relish of childish delight He stood chuck- 
ling and rubbing his hands, and scarcely hearing aword 
the parson said, notwithstanding that the latter was dis- 
coursing most authentically on the ancient and stately 
dance of the Paon, or peacock, from which he con- 
ceived the minuet to be derived.* For my part, I was 
in a continual excitement from the varied scenes of 
whim and innocent gaiety passing before me. It was 
inspiring to see wild-eyed frolic and warm-hearted 
hospitality breaking out from among the Chilis and 
glooms of winter, and old age throwing oflf his apathy, 
and catching once more the freshness of youthful en- 
joyment I feit also an interest in the scene, from the 
consideration that these fleeting customs were posting 
fast into oblivion, and that this was, perhaps, the only 
family in England in which the whole of them was 
still punctiliously observed. There was a quaintness, 

♦ Sir John Hawkins, speaking of the dance called the Pavon, 
from pavo, a peacock, says, ''It is a grave and majestic dance; 
the method of dancing it anciently was by gentlemen dressed with 
Caps and swords, by those of the long robe in their gowns, by the 
peers in their mantles, and by the ladies in gowns with long trainft, 
the motion whereof, in dancing, resembled that of a peacock." — 
Hütory ofMusk^ 
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too, mingled with all this revelry, that gave it a peculiar 
zest: it was suited to the time aad place; and, as the 
old Manor House almost reeled with mirth and wias^l» 
it seemed echoing back the joviality of long-depazted 
yeaxs. 

But enougk of Christmas and its gambolsj it is time 
for me to pause in this garruUty. Methinks I hear the 
questions asked by my graver readers, "To what pur- 
pose is all this? — ^how is the world to be made wiser 
by this talk?" Alas! is theare not wisdom enough ex- 
tant for the instruction of the world? And if not, are 
there not thousands of abier pens labouring for its im- 
provement? — ^It is so: much pleasanter to please than to 
instruct — to play the compauion rather than the pre- 
ceptor. 

What, after all, is theuaite of wisdom that I could 
throw into the mass of knowledge? or how am I sure 
that my sagest deductions may be safe guides for the 
opinions of others? But in writing to amuse, if I fail, 
the only evil is my own disapppintment If, however, 
I can by any lucky chance, in these days of evil, rub 
out one wrinkle from the brow of care, or beguile the 
heavy heart of one moment of sorxow; if I can now and 
then penetirate through the gathering film of misanthropy, 
prompt a benevolent view of human nature, and make 
my reader more in good humöur with his fellow beings 
and himself, surely, surely, I shall not then haye written 
entirely in vain. 
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LITTLE BRITAIN. 



[The following modicum of local history was latdy put into my: 
hands by an odd-looking oW gentleman in a small brown wig and 
snuff^coloured coat, with whom I became acquainted in the course 
of one of my tours of Observation through thecenire of that great 
wildemess the City. I confess that I was alittie dubioos at first, 
whether it was not one of those apocryphal tales oftenpassed off 
upon inquiring travellers like myself ; and which have brougbt our 
general character for veracity into such unmerited reproach. On 
making proper inquiries, however, I have received the most satis- 
factory assurances of the author's probity; aud, indeed, have been 
told that he is actually engaged in a fiül and particular account of 
the very interesting region in which he resides; of which the follow- 
ing may be considered merely as a foretaste.] 



** What I write is most true. **^ I havea whole booke of cases 
lying by m^ which if I could sette forth, some grave auntients 
(within the hearing of Bow bell) would be out of chaodty with me." 

Nashe. 

In the centre of the great City of London lies a 
small neighbourhood, consisting of a düster of narrow 
streets and courts, of very venerable and debilitated 
houses, which goes by the name of LinuE» Britain. 
Christ Chnrch School and St. BartholomeVs Hospital 
bound it on the west; Smithfield and Long Lane on 
the north; Aldsr^ate Street , like an arm of the sea, 
divides it from the eastem part of the city; whilst the 
yawning gulf of Bull-and-Mouth Street separates it from 
Butchers' Hall Lane, and the regions of Newgate. Qver 
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this little territory, thus bounded and designated, the 
great dorne of St. PauFs swelling above the intervening 
houses of Paternoster Row, Amen Corner, and Ave-Maria 
Lane, looks down with an air of motherly protection. * 

This quarter derives its appellation from having 
been, in ancient times, the residente of the Dukes of 
Britany. As London increased, however, rank and 
fashion rolled ofF to the west, and trade, creeping on 
at their heels, took possession of their deserted abodes. 
For some time Little Britain became the great mart of 
leaming, and was peopled by the busy and prolific 
race of booksellers: these also gradually deserted it, 
and emigrating beyond the great strait of Newgate 
Street, settled down in Paternoster Row, and St Paul's 
Churchyard, where they continue to increase and mul- 
tiply even at the present day. 

But though thus fallen into dedine, Little Britain 
still bears traces of its former splendourl There are 
several houses ready to tiunble down, the fronts of 
which are magnificently enriched with old oaken carv- 
ings of hideous faces, unknown birds, beasts, and 
fishes; and fruits and flowers which it would perplex a 
naturalist to dassify. There are also, in Aldersgate 
Street, certain remains of what were once spacious and 
lordly family mansions, but which have in later days 
been subdivided into several tenements. Here may 
often be found the family of a petty tradesman, with 
his trumpery fumiture, bürrowing among the relics of 
antiquated finery, in great rambling time-stained apart- 
ments, with fretted ceilings, gilded comices, and enor- 

* It is evident that the autkor of this interesting commiinicatioii 
has included in his general title of Little Britain, many of those 
little lanes and courts that belong immediately to Cloth Fair. 
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mous marble fire-places. The lanes and courts also 
contain many smaller houses, not on so grand a scale, 
but, like your small ancient gentry, sturdüy maintain- 
ing their daims to equal antiquity. These have their 
gable ends to the street; great bow Windows, with dia^ 
mond panes set in lead; grotesque carvings; and low 
arched doorways. 

In this most venerable and sheltered little nest have 
I passed several quiet years of existence; comfortably 
lodged in the second floor of one of the smallest but 
oldest edifices. My sitting-room is an old wainscoted 
Chamber, with small panels, and set ofF with a miscel- 
laneous array of fumiture. I have a particular respect 
for three or four high-backed daw-footed diairs, covered 
with tamished brocade; whidi bear the marks of having 
Seen better days; and have doubtless figured in some 
of the old palaces of Little Britain. They seem to me 
to keep together, and to look down with sovereign con- 
tempt upon their leathem-bottomed neighbours; as I 
have seen decayed gentry carry a high head among 
the plebeian society with which they were reduced to 
associate. The whole front of my sitting-room is taken 
up with a bow-window; on the panes of which are re- 
corded the names of previous occupants for many 
generations; mingled with scraps of very indifferent 
gentleman-like poetry, written in characters which I 
can scarcely decipher; and which extol the charms of 
many a beauty of Little Britain, who has long, long 
since bloomed, faded, and passed away. As I am an 
idle personage, with no apparent occupation, and pay 
my bill regularly every week, I am looked upon as the 
only independent gentleman of the neighbourhood; and 
being curious to kam the internal State of a Community 
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SO apparcntly shut up within itself, I have managcd to 
work my way into all the conceras and secrets of the 
piace. 

Little Bntain may truly be caUed the heart's core 
of the dty; the strong-hold of true John Bullism. It 
is a fragment of London as it was in its better days, 
with its antiquated folks and fashions. Here flourish 
in great pneservation many of the holiday games and 
oustoms of yore. The inhabitants most religiously eat 
pan-cakes on Shrove Tuesday, hotcross-buns on Good 
Friday, and roast goose at Michaelmas; they send love- 
letters on Valentine's Day, bum the Pope on the Fifth 
of November, and kiss all the girls under the mistletoe 
at Qiristmas. iRoast beef and plum-pudding are also 
held in superstitious veneration, and port and sherry 
maintain their grounds as the only true EngUshwines; 
all others being considered vile outlandish beverages. 

Little Britain has its long catalogue of city won- 
ders, which its inhabitants consider the wonders of the 
World; such as the great bell of St PauFs, which sours 
all the beer when it tolls; the figures that strike the 
hours at St. Dunstan's clock; the Monument; the lions 
in the Tower; and the wooden giants in Guildhall. 
They still believe in dreams and fortunertelling, and an 
old woman that lives in BuU-and-Mouth Street makes 
a tolerable subsistence by detecting stolen goods, and 
promising the girls good husbands. They are apt to 
be rendered uncomfortable by comets and eclipses; and 
if a dog howls dolefuUy at night, it is looked upon as 
a sure sign of a death in the place. There are even 
many ghost stories current, particularly concerning the 
old mansionrhouses> in several of which it is said stränge 
sights are sometimes seen. Lords and ladies, the former 
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in fuU-buttomed wigs, hanging sleeves and swords, the 
latter in lappets, stays, hoops, and brocade, have been 
Seen Walking up and down the great waste Chambers, 
on moonlight nights; and are supposed to be the shades 
of the ancient proprietors in their court dresses. 

Little Britain has likewise its sages and great men. 
One of the most important of the former is a tall dry 
old gentleman, of the name of Skryme, who keeps a 
small apothecar/s shop. He has a cadaverous coun- 
tenance, füll of cavities and projectiwis; with a biown 
cirde round each eye, like a pair of hom spectades. 
He is much thought of by the old women, who con- 
sider him as a kind of conjuror, because he has two or 
three stuffed alligators hanging up in bis shop, and 
several snakes in bottles. He is a great reader of 
almanacks and newspapers, and is much givcn to pore 
over alarming accounts of plots, conspiracies, fires, 
earthquakes, and volcanic eruptions; which last phe- 
nomena he considers as signs of the times. He has 
always some dismal tale of the kind to deal out to his 
customers, with their doses; and thus at the same time 
puts both soul and body into an uproar. He is a great 
believer in omens and j>redictions; and has the pro- 
phecies of Robert Nixon and Mother l^ipton by heart 
No man can make so much out of an edipse, or even 
an unusually dark day; and he sliook the tail of the 
last comet over the heads of his customers and dis- 
ciples until they were nearly firightened out of their 
wits. He has lately got hold of a populär legend or 
prophecy, on which he has been mrosuadly eloquent 
There has been a saymg current among the ancient 
sibyls, who treasure up these things, that when the 
grasshopper on the top of the Exchange shook hands 
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with the dragon on the top of Bow Church steeple, 
fearful events would take place. This stränge con- 
junction, it seems, has as strangely come to pass. The 
same architect has been engaged lately on the repairs 
of the cupola of the Exchange, and the steeple of Bow 
Church; and, fearful to relate, the dragon and the 
grasshopper actually lie, cheek by jowl, in the yard of 
his Workshop. 

"Others," as Mr. Skryme is accustomed to say, 
"may go star-gazing, and look for conjunctions in the 
heavens, but here is a conjunction on the earth, near 
at home, and under our own eyes, which surpasses all 
the signs and calculations of astrologers." Since these 
portentous weather-cocks have thus laid their heads 
together, wonderful events had already occurred. The 
good old king, notwithstanding that he had lived 
eighty-two years, had all at once given up the ghost; 
another king had mounted the throne; a royal duke 
had died suddenly — another, in France, had been mur- 
dered; there had been radical meetings in all parts of 
the kingdom; the bloody scenes at Manchester; the 
great plot in Cato Street; — and, above all, the queen 
had retumed to England! All these sinister events are 
recounted by Mr. Skryme with a mysterious look, and 
a dismal shake of the head; and being taken with his 
drugs, and associated in the minds of his auditors with 
stuffed sea-monsters, bottled serpents, and his own 
visage, which is a title-page of tribulation, they have 
spread great gloom through the minds of the people 
in Little Britain. They shake their heads whenever 
they go by Bow Church, and observe, that they never 
expected any good to come of taking down that 
Steeple, which in old times told nothing but glad tid- 
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ings, as the Jiistory of Whittington and his Cat bears 
witness. 

The rival oracle of Little Britain is a substantial 
cheesemonger, who lives in a fragment of one of the 
old family mansions, and is as magnificentiy lodged as 
a round-bellied mite in the midst of one of his own 
Cheshires. Indeed he is a man of no little Standing 
and importance; and his renown even extends through 
Huggin Lane, and Lad Lane, and unto Aldermanbury, 
His opinion is very much taken in affairs of State, 
having read the Sunday papers for the last half Cen- 
tury, together with the Gentleman's Magazine, Rapin's 
History of England, and the Naval Chronicle. His 
head is stored with invaluable maxims which have 
bome the test of time and use for centuries. It is his 
firm opinion that "it is a moral impossible," so long 
as England is true to herseif, that an)rthing can shakej, 
her: and he has much to say on the subject of the 
national debt; which, somehow or other, he proves to 
be a great national bulwark and blessing. He passed 
the greater part of his life in the purlieus of Little 
Britain, until of late years, when, having become rieh, 
and grown untö the dignity of a Simday cane, he be- 
gins to take his pleasure and see the world. He has 
Üierefore made several excursions to Hampstead, High- 
gate, and other neighbouring towns, where he has 
passed whole aftemoons in looking back upon the me- 
tropolis through a telescope, and endeavouring to descry 
the steeple of St. BartholomeVs. Not a stage coach- 
man of BuU-and-Mouth Street but touches his hat as 
he passes; and he is considered quite a patron at the 
coach-office of the Goose and Gridiron, St Paul's 
Churchyard. His family have been very urgent for 
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him to make an expedition to Margate, bnt he has 
great doubts of those new gimcracks the steam-boats, 
and indeed thinks himself too advanced in life to 
tindertake sea-voyages. 

Little Britain has occasionally its facdons and divi- 
sions, and party spirit ran very high at one time in 
consequence of two rival "Burial Sodeties" being set 
up in the place. One held its meeting at the Swan 
and Horseshoe, and was patronized by the cheese- 
monger; the other at the Cock and Crown, under the 
auspices of the apothecary: it is needless to say that 
the latter was the most fionrishing. I have passed an 
evening or two at each, and have acquired much va- 
luable information, as to the best mode of being bu- 
ried; Ihe comparattve merits of churchyards; together 
with divers hints on the subject of patent iron coffins. 
I have heard the question discussed in all its bearings 
as to the legality of prohibiting the latter on acconnt 
of their durability. The feads occasioned by these 
sodeties have happily died of late; but they were for 
a long time prevailing themes of controversy, the 
people of Little Britain being extremely solicitous of 
funeral honours and of lying comfortably in tl^ir 
graves. 

Besides these two funeral sodeties there is a third 
of quite a difFerent cast, which tends to throw the 
sunshine of good humour over the whole ndghbour- 
hood. It meets once a week at a little did-fashioned 
house, kept by a joUy publican of the name of Wag- 
staff, and bearii^ for insignia a resplendent half-moon, 
with a most seductive bunch of grapes. The whole 
edifice is covered with inscriptions to catch the eye of 
the thirsty wayfarer; such as "Truman^ Hanbury, and 
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Co.'s Entire," "Wine, Rum, and Brandy Vaults," «Old 
Tom, Rum, and Compounds," &c. This indeed has 
been a temple of Bacchus and Momus from time im- 
memorial. It has always been in the family of the 
Wagstaffs, so that its history is tolerably preserved by 
the present landlord. It was much frequented by the 
gallants and cavalieros of the reign of Elizabeth, and 
was looked into now and then by the wits of Charles 
the Second's day. But what WagstafF principally prides 
himself upon, is, that Henry the Eighth, in one of his 
noctumal rambles, broke the head of one of his an- 
cestors with his famous walking-stafF. This, however, 
is considered , as rather a dubious and vain-glorious 
boast of the landlord. 

The club which now holds its weekly sessions here 
goes by tiie name of "The Roaring Lads of Little Bri- 
tain." They abound in old catches, glees, and choice 
stories, that are traditional in the place, and not to be 
met with in any other part of the metropolis. There 
is a madcap undertaker who is inimitable at a merry 
song; but the life of the club, and indeed the prime 
wit of Little Britain, is buUy WagstaflF himself. His 
ancestors were all wags before him, and he has in- 
herited with the inn a laxge stock of songs and jokes, 
which go with it from generation to generation as 
heir-looms. He is a dapper little fellow, with bandy 
legs and pot body, a red face with a moist merry eye, 
and a little shock of grey hair behind. At the open- 
ing of every club-night he is called in to sing his 
"Confession of Faith," which is the famous old drink- 
ing trowl from Gammer Gurton's Needle. He sings it, 
to be sure, with many variations, as he received it 
from hi$ father's lips; for it has been a Standing fa- 
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vourite at the Half-moon and Bunch of Grapes ever 
since it was written: nay, he affirms that his predeces- 
sors have often had the honour of singing it before the 
nobility and gentry at Christmas mummeries, when 
Little Britain was in all its glory.* 

* As mine host of the Half-moon's Confession of Faith may not 
be familiär to the majority of readers, and as it is a specimen of the 
current songs of Little Britain, I subjoin it in its original ortho- 
graphy. I would observe that the whole club always join in the 
chonis with a fearful thumping on the table and clattering of pewter 
pots. 

**I cannot eate but lytle meate, 
My stomacke is not good, 
But sure I thinke that I can drinke . 

With him that weares a hood. 
Though I go bare take ye no care, 

I nothing am a colde. 
I stufF my skyn so fiiU within, 
Of joly good ale and olde. 
Chorus, Back and syde go bare, go bare, 
Booth foote and band go colde, 
But belly, God send thee good ale ynoughe, 

Whether it be new or olde. 
I love no rost, but a nut browne toste, 

And a crab laid in the fyre; 
A little breade shall do me steade, 

Much breade I not desyre. 
No frost, nor snow, nor winde, I trowe, 

Can hurte mee if I wolde, 
I am so wrapt and throwly lapt 
Of joly good ale and olde. 
Chorus, Back and syde go bare, go bare, &c. 
And Tyb my wife, that, as her lyfe, 

Loyeth well good ale to seeke^ 
Füll oft drynkes shee, tyll ye may se^ 

The tears run downe her checke. 
Then doth she trowle to me the bowle, 
Even as a manlt-worme sholde^ 
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It would do one's heart good to hear on a dub night 
the shouts of merriment, the snatches of song, and 
now and then the Choral bursts of half-a-dozen dis- 
cordant voices, which issue from this jovial mansion. 
At such times the street is lined with listeners, who 
enjoy a delight equal to that of gazing into a con- 
fectioner's window, or snuffing up the steams of a 
cook-shop. 

There are two annual events which produce great 
stir and Sensation in Littie Britain; these are St. Bar- 
tholomew's Fair, and the Lord Mayor's day. During 
the time of the Fair, which is held in the adjoining 
regions of Smithfield, there is nothing going on bat 
gossiping and gadding about The late quiet streets 
of Littie Britain are ovemin with an irruption of Strange 
figures and faces; every tavem is a scene of rout and 
revel. The fiddle and the song are heard from the 
tap-room, moming, noon, and night; and at each win- 
dow may be seen some group of boon companions, 
with half-shut eyes, hats on one side, pipe in mouth, 
and tankard in hand, fondling, and prosing, and sing- 
ing maudlin songs over their liquor. Even the sober 

And sayth, sweete harte^ I took my parte 

Of this joly good ale and olde. 
Chorus, Back and syde go bare, go bare, &c. 

Now let them drynke, tyll they nod and winke, 

Even as good fellowes sholde doe, 
They shall not mysse to have the blisse, 

Good ale doth bring men to. 
And all poore soules that save scowred bowles, 

Or have them lustily trolde, 
God save the lyves of them and their wives,: 

Whether they be yonge or olde. 
Chorus. Back and syde go bare, go bare^" &c. 
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decorum of private families, which I must say is rigidly 
kept up at othör titties among my neighbours, is no 
proof against this Satumalia. There is no such thing 
as keeping maid servants within doors. Their brains 
are absolutely set madding with Punch and the Puppet 
Show; the Flying Horscs; Signor Polito; the Fire Eater; 
the celebrated Mr. Paap; and Üie Msh Giant The 
children too lavish all their holiday money in t03rs and 
gilt gingerbread, and fiU the house with the Lüliputian 
din of drums, trumpets, and penny whistles. 

But the Lord Mayor's day is the great anhiversary. 
The Lord Mayor is looked up to by the inhabitants of 
Little Britain as the greatest potentate upon earth; his 
gilt coach with six horses as the summit of human 
splendour; and his procession, with all theSheriffe and 
Aldermen in his train, as the grandest of earthly pa- 
geants. How they exult in the idea, that the King 
himself dare not enter the city, without first knocking 
at the gate of Temple Bar, and asking permission of 
the Lord Mayor; for if he did, heaven and earth! there 
is no knowing what might be the consequence. The 
man in armour who rides before the Lord Mayor, and 
is the city champion, has Orders to cut down every 
body that offends against the dignity of the city; and 
then there is the little man with a velvet porringer on 
his head, who sits at the window of the State coach 
and holds the city sword, as long as a pike-staff — Od's 
blood! if he once draws that sword, Majesty itself is 
not safe! 

Under the protection of this mighty potentate, 
therefore, the good people of Little Britain sleep in 
peace. Temple Bar is an effectual barrier against all 
anterior foes; and as to foreign invasion, the Lord 
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Mayor has but to throw himself into the Tower, call 
in the Trainbands, and put the Standing army of 
Beef-eaters under arms, and he may bid ddiance to 
the World! 

Thus wrapped up in its own concems, its own 
habits, and its own opinions, Little Britain has long 
flourished as a sound heart to this great fungous me- 
tropolis. I have pleased myself with considering it as 
a chosen spot, where the principles of sturdy John BuU- 
ism were gamered up, like seed-com, to renew the 
national character, when it had run to waste and de- 
generacy. I have rejoiced also in the general spirit of 
harmony that prevailed throughout it; for though there 
might now and then be a few dashes of opinion be- 
tween the adherents of the cheesemonger and the 
apothecary, and an occasional feud between the burial 
societies, yet these were but transient clouds, and soon 
passed away. The neighbours met with good-will, 
parted with a shake of the hand, and never abused 
each other except behind their backs. 

I could give rare descriptions of snug junketing 
pardes at which I have been present; where we played 
at All-Fours, Pope- Joan, Tom-come-tickle-me, and other 
choice old games; and where we sometimes had a 
good old English country dance to the tune of Sir 
Roger de Coverley. Once a-year also the neighbours 
would gather together and go on a gipsy party to 
Epping Forest It would have done any man's heart 
good to see the merriment that took place here as we 
banqueted on the grass under the trees. How we 
made the woods ring with bursts of laughter at the 
songs of little Wagstaff and the merry undertaker! 
After dinner, too, the young folks would play at Blind- 
man's-buflf and hide and seek; and it was amusing to 
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see them tangled ambng the briars, and to hear a fine 
romping girl now and then squeak from among the 
bushes. The eider folks would gather round the cheese- 
monger and the apothecary, to hear them talk politics; 
for they generally brought out a newspaper in their 
pockets, to pass away time in the country. They would 
now and then, to be sure, get a little watm in argu- 
ment; but their disputes were always adjusted by re- 
ference to a worthy old umbrella-maker in a double 
chin, who, never exactly comprehending the subject, 
managed somehow or other to decide in favour of 
both parties. 

All empires, however, says some philosopher or 
historian, are doomed to changes and revolutions. 
Luxury and innovation creep in; factions arise; and 
families now and then spring up, whose ambition and 
intrigues throw the whole System into confusion. Thus 
in latter days has the tranquillity of Little Britain been 
grievously distiurbed, and its golden simplicity of man- 
ners threatened with total Subversion, by the aspiring 
family of a retired butcher. 

Tlie family of the Lambs had long been among 
the most thriving and populär in the neighbourhood: 
the Miss Lambs were the heiles of Little Britain, and 
every body was pleased when Old Lamb had made 
money enough to shut up shop, and put his name on 
a brass plate on his door. In an evil hour, however, 
one of the Miss Lambs had the honour of being a lady 
in attendance on the Lady Mayoress, at her grand an- 
nual ball, on whidi occasion she wore three towering 
ostridi feathers on her head. The family never got 
over it; they were immediately smitten with a passion 
for high life; set up a one-horse carriage, put a bit of 
gold-lace round the errand-boy's hat, and have been 
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the talk and detestation of the whole neighbourhood 
ever since. They could no longer be induced to play 
at Pope-Joan or Blind-man's-buff; they could endnre 
no dances but quadrilles, which nobody had ever heard 
of in Little Britain; and they took to reading novels, 
talking bad Frendi, and pla3dng upon the piano. Their 
brother, too, who had been artided to an attomey, set 
up for a dandy and a critic, diaracters hitherto un- 
known in these parts; and he confounded the worthy 
folks exceedingly by talking about Kean, the Opera, 
and the Edinbro' Review. 

What was still worse, the Lambs gave a grand ball, 
to which they neglected to invite any of their old 
neighbours: but they had a great deal of genteel Com- 
pany firom Theobald's Road, Red-Lion Square, and 
other parts towards the west. There were several beaux 
of their brother's acquaintance from Gra)r's Inn Lane 
and Hatton Garden; and not less than three aldermen's 
ladies with their daughters. This was not to be for- 
gotten or forgiven. All Little Britain was in an uproar 
with the smacking of whips, the lashing of miserable 
horses, and the rattling and jingling of hackney-coaches. 
The gossips of the neighbourhood might be seen 
popping their night-caps out of every window, watch- 
ing the crazy vehicles rumble by; and there was a knot 
of virulent old crones, that kept a look-out from a 
house just opposite the retired butcher's, and scanned 
and criticized every one that knocked at the door. 

This dance was a cause of almost open war, and 
the whole neighbourhood declared they would have 
nothing more to say to the Lambs. It is true that 
Mrs. Lamb, when she had no engagement with her 
quality acquaintance, would give little humdrum tea 
junketings to some of her old crones, "quite," as she 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



298 UTTLE BRITAIN. 

would say, "in a friendly way;" and it is equally true 
that her invitatiöns were always accepted, in spite of 
all previous vows to the contraiy. Nay, the good ladies 
would sit and be delighted with the music of the Miss 
LambS) who would condescend to strum an Jrish me- 
lody for them on the piano; and they would listen 
with wonderful interest to Was, Lamb's anecdotes of 
Alderman Plunket's family of Portsokenward, and the 
Miss Timberlakes, the rieh heiresses of Crutched-Friars: 
but then they relieved their consciences, and averted 
the reproaches of their confederates, by canvassing at the 
next gossiping convocation everything that had passed, 
and puUing the Lambs and their rout all to pieces. 

The only one of the family that could not be made 
fashionable was the retired butcher himself. Honest 
Lamb, in spite of the meekness of his name, was a rough, 
hearty old fellow, with the voice of a li<Mi, a head of 
black hair like a shoe-brush, and a broad face mottled 
like his own beef. It was in vain that the daughters 
always spoke of him as "the old gentleman/' addressed 
him as "papa," in tones of infinite softness, and en- 
deavoured to coax him into a dressing gown and 
Slippers, and other gentlemanly habits. Do what they 
might, there was no keeping down the butcher. His 
sturdy nature would break through all their glozings. 
He had a hearty vulgär good-humour that was irre- 
pressible. His very jckes made his sensitive daughters 
shudder; and he persisted in weaiing his blue cotton 
coat of a moming, dining at two o'clock, and having a 
"bit of sausage with his tea." 

He was doomed, however, to share the unpopularity 
of his family. He found his old comrades gradually 
growing cold and civil to him; no longa: laughing at 
his jokes; and ^ow and then throwing out a fling at 
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"some people/* and a hint about "quality binding." 
This both nettled and perplexed the honest butcher; 
and bis wife and daughters, with the oonsummate 
policy of the shrewder sex, taking advantage of the 
circumstance, at length prevailed upon him to give up 
his aftemoon's pipe and tankard at Wagstaff's; to sit 
after dinner by himself and take his pint of poort — a 
liquor he detested — and to nod in his chair in solitary 
and dismal gentility. 

The Miss Lambs might now be seen flaunting along 
the Street in French bonnets, with unknown beaux; 
and talking and laughing so loud, that it distressed 
the nerves of every good lady within hearing. They 
even went so fax as to attempt patronage, and actually 
induced a French dancing-master to set up in the 
neighbourhood; but the worthy folks of Little Britain 
took fire at it, and did so persecute the poor Gaul, 
that he was fain to pack up fiddle and dandng-pumps, 
and decamp with such precipitation, that he absolutely 
forgot to pay for his lodgings. 

I had flattered myself, at first, with the idea that 
all this fiery indignation on the part of the Community 
was merely the overflowing of their zeal for good old 
English manners, and their horror of innovation; and 
I applauded the silent contenlpt they were so vociferous 
in expressing for upstart pride, French fashions, and 
the Miss Lambs. But I grieve to say that I soon per- 
ceived the infection had taken hold; and that my 
neighbours, after condemning, were beginning to foUow 
their example. I overheard my landlady importuning 
her husband to let their daughters have one quarter at 
French and music, and that they might take a few 
lessons in quadrille. I even saw, in the course of a 
few Simdays, no less than five French bonnets, preciscly 
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like those of the Miss Lambs, paradiög about Litüe 
Britain. 

I still had my hopes that all this folly would gradu« 
ally die away; that the Lambs might move out of the 
neighbourhood; might die, or might run away with at- 
tomeys' apprentices; and that quiet and simplicity might 
be again restored to the Community. But, unluckily, a 
rival power arose. An opulent oilman died, and left 
a widow with a large jointure and a family of buxom 
daughters. The yo\mg ladies had long been repining 
in secret at the parsimony of a prudent father, which 
kept down all their elegant aspirings. Their ambition 
being now no longer restrained, broke out into a blaze, 
and they openly took the field against the family of 
the butdier. It is true that the Lambs, having had the 
first Start, had naturally an advantage of them in the 
fashionable career. They could speak a little bad French, 
play the piano, dance quadrilles, and had formed high 
acquaintances; but the Trotters were not to be distanced. 
When the Lambs appeared with two feathers in their 
hats, the Miss Trotters mounted four, and of twice as 
fine colours. If the Lambs gave a dance, the Trotters 
were sure not to be behind-hand; and though they 
might not boast of as good Company, yet they had 
double the number, and were twice as merry. 

The whole Community has at length divided itself 
into fashionable factions, under the banners of these 
two families. The old games of Pope-Joan and Tom- 
come-tickle-me are entirely discarded: there is no such 
thing as getting up an honest country-dance; and on 
my attempting to kiss a young lady under the mistletoe 
last Christmas, I was indignantly repulsed; the Miss 
Lambs having pronounced it "shocking vulgär." Bitter 
rivalry has also broken out as to the most fashionable 
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part of Little Britain; the Lambs Standing up for the 
dignity of Cross-Keys Square, and the Trotters for the 
vicinity of St Bartholomew's. 

Thus is this little territory tom by factions and in- 
ternal dissensions, like the great empire whose name it 
bears; and what will be the result would puzzle the 
apothecary himself, with all his talent at prognostics, 
to determine; though I apprehend that it will terminate 
in the total downfall of genuine John Bullism. 

The immediate effects are extremely unpleasant to 
me. Being a Single man, and, as I observed before, 
rather an idle good-for-nothing personage, I have been 
considered the only gentleman by profession in the 
place. I stand therefore in high favour with both parties, 
and have to hear all their cabinet Councils and mutual 
backbitings. As I am too civil not to agree with the 
ladies on all occasions, I have committed myself most 
horribly with both parties, by abusing their opponents. 
I might manage to reconcüe this to my consdence, 
which is a truly accommodating one, but I cannot to 
my apprehensions — if the Lambs and Trotters ever come 
to a reconciliation and compare notes, I am ruined! 

I have determined, therefore, to beat a retreat in 
time, and am actually looking out for some other nest 
in this great city, where old English manners are still 
kept up; where French is neither eaten, drank, danced, 
nor spoken; and where there are no fashionable families 
of retired tradesmen. This fo\md, I will, like a veteran 
rat, hasten away before I have an old house about my 
ears; bid a long, though a sorrowful, adieu to my pre- 
sent abode, and leave the rival factions of the Lambs 
and the Trotters to divide the distracted empire of 
LmLE Britain. 
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**Thou soft flowing Avon, by thy silver stream 
Of things more than mortal sweet Shakspeare would dream; 
The furies by mo(wli|^t daitce round bis green bed, 
For hallow'd the turf is -wbich pUlow'd bis head. " 

Garrick. 

To a homeless man, who has no spot on this wide 
World which he can truly call bis own, there is a mo- 
mentary feeling of something like independence and 
territorial consequence, when, after aweary day'stravel, 
he kicks oflfhis boots, thrusts his feet into slippers, 
and Stretches himself before an inn fire. Let the world 
without go as it may; let kingdoms rise or fall, so long 
as he has the wherewithal to pay his bill, he is, for the 
time being, the very monarch of all he surveys. The 
arm-chair is his throne, the poker his sceptre, and the 
littie parlour, of some twelve feet Square, his undisputed 
empire. It is a morsel of certainty, snatched from the 
midst of the uncertainties of life; it is a sunny moment 
gleaming out kindly on a cloudy day; and he who has 
advanced some way on the pilgrimage of existence, 
knows the importance of husbanding even morseis and 
moments of enjoyment "Shall I not taj^e mine ease 
in mine inn?" thought I, as I gave the fire a stir, loUed 
back in my elbow-chair, and cast a complacent look 
about the littie parlour of the Red Horse, at Stratford- 
on-Avon. 
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The words of sweet Shakspeare were just passing 
tlirough my mind as the dock Struck midnight from the 
tower of the church in which he lies buried. There was 
a gentle tap at the door, and a pretty chambermaid, 
putting in her smiling face, inquired, with a hesitating 
air, whether I had rui^. I understood it as a modest 
hint that it was time to retire. My dream of absolute 
dominion was at an end; so abdicating my throne, 
like a prudent potentate, to avoid being deposed, and 
putting the Stratfbrd Guide Book under my arm, as a 
pillow companion, I went to bed, and dreamt all night 
of Shakspeare, the Jubilee, and David Garrick. 

The next moming was one of those quickening 
momings which we sometimes have in early spring; for 
it was about the middle of March. The chills of a 
long winter had suddenly given way: the north wind 
had spent its last gasp; and a mild air came stealing 
from the west, breathing the breath of life into nature, 
and wooing every bud and flower to burst forth into 
fragrance and beauty. 

I had come to Stratford on a poetical pilgrimage. My 
first Visit was to the house where Shakspeare was bom, 
and where, acccarding to traditic«i, he was brought up 
to his father's craft of wool-combing. It is a small 
mean-looking edifice of wood and plaster, a true nestl- 
ing-place of genius, which seems to delight in hatching 
its offspring in by-comers. The walls of its squalid 
Chambers are covered with names and inscriptions in 
every language, by pilgrims of all nations, ranks, and 
conditions, from the prince to the peasant; and present 
a simple, but striking instance of the spontaneous and 
universal homage of mankind to the great poet of nature. 

The house is shown by a garrulous old lady in a 
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firosty red face, lighted up by a cold blue anxious eye, 
and gamished with artificial locks of flaxen hair, Curl- 
ing from under an exceedingly dirty cap. She was 
peculiarly assiduous in exhibiting the relics with which 
this, like all other celebrated shrines, abounds. There 
was the shattered stock of the very matchlock with 
which Shakspeare shot the deer, on his poaching ex- 
ploit. There, too, was his tobacco-box; which proves 
that he was a rival smoker of Sir Walter Raleigh; the 
sword also with which he played Hamlet; and the 
identical lantem with which Friar Laurence discovered 
Romeo and Juliet at the tomb! There was an ample 
supply also of Shakspeare's mulberry-tree, which seems 
to have extraordinary powers of self-multiplication. 

The most favourite object of curiosity, however, is 
Shakspeare's chair. It Stands in the chimney nook of 
a small gloomy Chamber, just behind what was his 
father's shop. Here he may many a time have sat 
when a boy, watching the slowly revolving spit with 
all the longing of an urchin; or of an evening, listen- 
ing to the crones and gossips of Stratford, dealing 
forth churchyard tales and legendary anecdotes of the 
troublesome times of England. In this chair it is the 
custom for every one that visits the house to sit: 
whether this be done with the hope of imbibing any 
of the inspiration of the bard I am at a loss to say, I 
merely mention the fact; and mine hostess privately 
assured me, that, though built of solid oak, such was 
the fervent zeal of devotees, that the chair had to be 
new bottomed at least once in three years. It is worthy 
of notice also, in the history of this extraordinary chair, 
that it partsüces something of the volatile nature of 
the Santa Casa of Loretto, or the flying chair of the 
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Arabian enchanter; for though sold some few years 
since U> a Northern princess, yet, stränge to teil, it 
has found its way back again to the old chimney comer. 

I am always of easy faith in such matters, and am 
ever willing to be deceived, where the deceit is plea- 
sant, and costs nothing. I am therefore a ready be- 
liever in relics, legends, and local anecdotes of goblins 
and great men; and would advise all travellers who 
travel for their gratification to be the same. What is 
it to US, whether these stories be true or false, so long 
as we can persuade ourselves into the beliqf of them, 
and enjoy all the charm of the reality? There is no- 
thing like resolute good-humoured credulity in these 
matters; and on this occasion I went even so far as 
willingly to believe the Claims of mine hostess to a 
lineal descent from the poet, when, unluckily for my 
faith, she put into my hands a play of her own com- 
position, which set all belief in her consanguinity at 
defiance. 

From the birth-place of Shakspeare a few paces 
brought me to his grave. He lies biuried in the chancel 
of the parish church, a large and venerable pile, moulder- 
ing with age, but richly omamented. It Stands on the 
banks of the Avon, on an embowered point, and 
separated by adjoining gardens from the subiurbs of 
the town. Its Situation is quiet and retired: the river 
runs murmuring at the foot of the churchyard, and the 
elms which grow upon its banks droop their branches 
into its clear bosom. An avenue of limes, the boughs 
of which are curiously interlaced, so as to form in Sum- 
mer an arched way of foliage, leads up from the gate 
of the yard to the church porch. The graves are over- 
grown with grass; the grey tombstones, some of them 

The^ Sketch Book, 20 
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neaxly sunk into the eaxth, are half covered with moss^ 
which has likewise tinted the reverend old building. 
Small birds have built their nests among the comices 
and fissures of the walls, and keep up a continual 
flutter and chirping; and rooks are sailing and cawing 
about its lofty grey spire. 

In the course of my rambles I met with the grey- 
headed old sexton, and accompanied him home to get 
the key of the church. He had lived in Stratford, 
man and boy, for eighty years, and seemed still to 
consider himself a vigoroüs man, with the trivial ex- 
ception that he had nearly lost the use of his legs for 
a few years past. His dwelling was a cottage, looking 
out upon the Avon and its bordering meadows; and 
was a picture of that neatness, order, and comfort, 
which pervade the humblest dwellings in this country. 
A low white-washed room, with a stone floor carefully 
scrubbed, served for parlour, kitchen, and hall. Rows 
of pewter and earthen dishes glittered along the dresser. 
On an old oaken table,- well rubbed and polished, lay 
the family Bible and Prayer-book, and the drawer con- 
tained the family library, composed of about half a 
score of well-thumbed volumes. An ancient clock, that 
important article of cottage fumiture, ticked on the 
opposite side of the room; with a bright warming-pan 
hanging on one side of it, and the old man's hom- 
handled Simday cane on the other. The fire-place, as 
usual, was wide and deep enough to admit a gossip 
knot within its jambs. In one comer sat the old man's 
grand-daughter sewing, a pretty blue-eyed girl, — and 
in the opposite comer was a superannuated crony, 
whom he addressed by the name of John Ange, and 
who, I found, had been his companion from childhood. 
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They had played together in infancy; they. had worked 
together in manhood; they were now tottering about 
and gossiping away the evening of life; and in a short 
time they will probably be buried together in the 
neighbouring churchyard. It is not often that we see 
two streams of existence running thus evenly and 
tranquilly side by side; it is only in such quiet "bosom 
scenes" of life that they are to be met with. 

I had hoped to gather some traditionary anecdotes 
of the bard from those ancient chroniders; but they 
had nothing new to impart The long interval during 
which Shakspeare's writings lay in comparative neglect 
has spread its shadow over his history; and it is his 
good or evil lot that scarcely anything remains to his 
biographers but a scanty handful of conjectures. 

The sexton and his companion had been employed 
as carpenters on the preparations for the celebrated 
Stratford ^ubilee, and they remembered Garrick, the 
prime mover of the f^e, who superintended the ar- 
rangements, and who, according to the sexton, was "a 
Short punch man, very lively and bustling." John Ange 
had assisted also in cutting down Shaispeare's mul- 
berry-tree, of which he had a morsel in his pocket for 
sale; no doubt a sovereign quickener of literaiy con- 
ception. 

I was grieved to hear these two worthy wights 
speak very dubiously of the eloquent dame who shows 
the Shakspeare house. John Ange shook his head 
when I mentioned her valuable and inexhaustible col- 
lection of relics, particularly her remains of the mul- 
berry-tree; and the old sexton even expressed a doubt 
as to Shakspeare having been bom in her house. I 
soon discovered that he looked upon her mansion with 

20* 



dby Google 



308 STRATPORD-ON-AVOK. 

an evil eye, as a rival to the poet's tomb; the latter 
having comparatively but few visitors. Thus it is that 
historians differ at the very outset, and mere pebbles 
make the stream of truth diverge into different Channels, 
even at the foimtain head. 

We approached the diurch through the avenue of 
limes, and entered by a Gothic porch, highly onia- 
mented, with caived doors of massive oak. The interi<Mr 
is spacious, and the aichitecture and embellishments 
superior to those of most country diiirches. There 
are several ancient monuments of nobility and gentry, 
over some of which hang funeral escutcheons, and 
banners dropping piece-meal from the walls. The tomb 
of Shakspeare is in the diancel. The place is solemn 
and sepulchral. Tall elms wave before the pointed 
Windows, and the Avon, whidi runs at a short distance 
from the walls, keeps up a low perpetual murmur. A 
flat stone marks the spot where the bard is buried. 
There are four lines inscribed on it, said to have been 
written by himself, and which have in them something 
extremely awful. If they are indeed his own, they 
show that scdidtude about the quiet of the grave, 
which seems natural to fine sensibüities and thoughtful 
minds: — 

**Gk)0(i friend, for Jesus' sake, forbeare 
To dig the dost enclosed here: 
Blessed be the man that spares these stoues, 
And curst be he that moves my bones. " 

Just over the grave, in a niche of the wall, is a 
bust of Shakspeare, put up shorüy after his death, and 
considered as a resemblance. The aspect is pleasant 
and serene, wil^ a finely arched forehead; and I thought 
I oould read in it dear indicatic»is of that dieerful 
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social disposition, by which he was as much charac- 
terized among his contemporaries as by the vastness 
of his genius. The inscription mentions his age at the 
time of his decease — fifty-three years; an untimely 
death for the world; for what fruit might not have 
been expected from the golden autumn of such a mind, 
sheltered as it was from the stormy vicissitudes of life, 
and flourishing in the sunshine of populär and royal 
favour? 

The inscription on the tombstone has not been 
without its effect It has prevented the removal of his 
remains from the bosom of his native place to West- 
minster Abbey, which was at one time contemplated. 
A few years since, also, as some labourers were digging 
to make an adjoining vault, the earth caved in, so as 
to leave a vacant space almost like an arch, through 
which one might have reached into his grave. No 
one, however, persumed to meddle with his remains, 
so awftilly guarded by a malediction; and lest any of 
the idle or the curious, or any collector of relics, 
should be tempted to commit depredations, the old 
sexton kept watch over the place for two days, until 
the vault was finished, and the aperture dosed again. 
He told me that he had made bold to look in at the 
hole, but could see neither coffin nor bones; nothing 
but dust. It was something, I thought, to have seen 
the dust of Shakspeare. 

Next to this grave are those of his wife, his favourite 
daughter, Mrs. Hall, and others of his family. On a 
tomb close by, also, is a ftiU-length effigy of his old 
friend, John Combe, of usurious memory; on whom he 
is Said to have written a ludicrous epitaph. There are 
other monuments aro\md, but the mind refuses to dwell 
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on anything that is not connected with Shakspeare. 
His idea pervades the place: the whole pile seems but 
as his mausoleum. The feelings, no longer checked 
and thwarted by doubt, here indulge in perfect con- 
fidence: other traces of him may be false or dubious, 
but here is palpable evidence and absolute certainty. 
As I trod the sounding pavement, there was something 
intense and thrilling in the idea, that, in very truth, 
the remains of Shakspeare were mouldering beneath 
my feet It was a long time before I could prevail 
upon myself to leave the place; and as I passed through 
the churchyard I plucked a brauch from one of the yew- 
trees, the only relic that I have brought from Stratford. 
I had now visited the usual objects of a pilgrim's 
devotion, but I had a desire to see the old family seat 
of the Luc3rs at Charlecot, and to ramble through the 
park where Shakspeare, in Company with some of the 
roysters of Stratford, committed.his youthful offence of 
deer-stealing. In this hare-brained exploit we are told 
that he was taken prisoner, and carried to the keeper's 
lodge, where he remained all night in doleful captivity. 
When brought into the presence of Sir Thomas Lucy, 
his treatment must have been galling and humiliating; 
for it so wrought upon his spirit as to produce a rough 
pasquinade, which was affixed to the park-gate at 
Charlecot* 

♦ The following is the only stanza extant of this lampoon : — 
"A parliament member, a justice of peace, 
At home a poor scarecrow, at London an asse, 
If lowsie is Lucy, as some volke miscalle it, « 

Then Lucy is lowsie, whatever befall it. 
He thinks himself great; 
Yet an asse in his State, 
We allow, by his ears, but with asses to matel 
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This flagitious attack upon the dignity of the Knight 
so incensed him, that he applied to a lawyer at War- 
wick to put the severity of the laws in force against 
the rhyming deer-stalker. Shakspeare did not wait to 
brave the united puissance of a knight of the shire and 
a coimtry attomey. He forthwith abandoned the pleasant 
banks of the Avon and his patemal trade; wandered 
away to London; became a hanger-on to the theatres; 
then an actor; and, finally, wrote for the stage; and 
thus, through the persecution of Sir Thomas Luqr, 
Stratford lost an indifferent wool-comber, and the world 
gained an immortal poet He retained, however, for a 
long time a sense of the harsh treatment of the Lord 
of Charlecot, and revenged himself in his writings; but 
in the sportive way of a good-natured mind. Sir Tho- 
mas is Said to be the original of Justice Shallow, and 
the Satire is slily fixed upon him by the Justice's ar- 
morial bearingSy which, like those of the ELnight, had 
white luces* in the quarterings. 

Various attempts have been made by his biographers 
to soften and explain away this early transgression of 
the poet; but I look upon it as one of those thought- 
less exploits natural to his Situation and tum of mind. 
Shakspeare, when yoimg, had doubtless all the wildness 
and irregularity of an ardent, imdisciplined, and im- 
directed genius. The poetic temperament has naturally 
something in it of the vagabond. When left to itself, it 
runs loosely and wildly, and delights in every thing 
eccentric and licentious. It is often a tum up of a die, 

If Lucy is lowsie, as some volke miscall it, 
Then sing lowsie Lucy whateyer beMl it** 

* The luce is a pike or jack, and abonnds in the Avon about 
Charlecot 
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in the gambling freaks of fate, whether a natural genius 
shall tum out a great rogue or a great poet; and had 
not Shakspeare's mind fortunately taken a literary bias, 
he might have as daringly transcended all civil, as he 
has all dramatic laws. 

I have little doubt that, in early life, when running 
like an unbroken colt about the neighbourhood of Strat- 
ford, he was to be fbund in the Company of all kinds 
of odd anomalous characters; that he associated with 
all the madcaps of the place, and was one of those 
unlucky urchins, at mention of whom old men shake 
their heads, and predict that they will one day come 
to the gallows. To him the poaching in Sir Thomas 
Lucy's park was doubtless like a foray to a Scottish 
knight, and Struck his eager, and as yet untamed, 
Imagination, as something delightfully adventurous * 

♦ A proof of Shakspeare*s random habits and associates in his 
youthfiil days may be found in a traditionary aneodote, picked np 
at Stratford by the eider Ireland, and mentioned in his *'Pic- 
turesque Views on the Avon: — " 

'*About seven miles from Stratford lies the thirsty little niarket- 
town of Bedford, famous for its ale. Two societies of the village 
yeomanry used to meet, under the appellation of the Bedford topexs, 
and to challenge the lovers of good ale of the neighbouring viUages 
to a contest of drinking. Among others, the people of Stratford 
were called out to prove the strength of their heads; and in the 
number of the Champions was Shakspeare, who, in spite of the pro- 
verb, that *they who drink beer will think beer,' was as trae to his 
ale as Falstafif to his sack. The chivalry of Stratford was staggered 
at the first onset, and sounded a retreat while they had yet I^^s to 
carry them ofF the field. They had scarcely marched a mile, when, 
their legs failing them, they were forced to lie down nnder a crab- 
tree, where they passed the night It is still standing, and goes by 
the name of Shakspeare*s tree. 

*'In the moming his companions awakened the bard, and pro- 
posed retuming to Bedford; but he declined, saying he had had 
enongh, having drank with 
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The old mansion of Charlecot and its surrounding 
park still remain in the possession of theLuqr family, 
and are peculiarly interesting from being connected 
with this whimsical but eventful circumstance in the 
scanty history of the bard. As the house stood at little 
more than three miles distance from Stratford, I re- 
solved to pay it a pedestrian visit, that I might stroU 
leisurely through some of those scenes from which 
Shakspear<e must have derived his earliest ideas of rural 
imagery. 

The country was yet naked and leafless; butEnglish 
scenery is always verdant, and the sudden change in 
the temperature of the weather was surprising in its 
quickening effects upon the landscape. It was inspiring 
and animating to witness this first awakening of spring; 
to feel its warm breath stealing over the senses; to 
see the moist mellow earth beginning to put forth the 
green sprout and the tender blade; and the trees and 
shrubs, in their reviving tints and bursting buds, giving 
the promise of returning foliage and flowers. The cold 
snow-drop, that little borderer on the skirts of winter, 
was to be seen with its chaste white blossoms in the 
small gardens before the cottages. The bleating of the 
new-dropt lambs was faintly heard from the fields. 
The sparrow twittered about the thatched eaves and 

* Piping Pebworth, Dancing Marston, 
Haunted HiUbro*, Hungry Grafton, 
Dudging Exhall, Papist Wicksford, 
Beggarly Broom, and Drunken Bedford. * 
"The villagers here alluded to," sajrs Ireland, "still bear the 
epithets thus given them: the people of Pebworth are still famed 
for their skill on the pipe and tabor; Hillborough is now called 
Haunted Hillborough; and Grafton is famous for the poverty of 
its soiL " . 
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budding hedges; the robin threw a livelier note into 
bis late querulous winter strain; and the lark, springing 
up from the reeking bosom of the meadow, towered 
away into the bright fleecy doud, pouring forth tor- 
rents of melody. As I watched the littie songster, 
mounting up higher and higher, until bis body was a 
mere speck on the white bosom of the cloud, while 
the ear was still fiUed with bis music, it called to mind 
Shakspeare's exquisite littie song in Cymbeline: — 

''Hark! haxk! the lark at heaven's gate sings. 
And Phoebus 'gins arise, 
His steeds to water at those Springs 

On chaliced flowers that lies; 
And winking Mary-buds begin 

To ope their golden eyes; 
With everything that pretty bin: 
My lady sweet, arise! 

Arise! arise!" 

Indeed, the whole country about here is poetic 
ground; everything associated with the idea of Shak- 
speare. Every old cottage that I saw, I fancied into 
some resort of his boyhood, where he had acquired his 
intimate knowledge of rustic life and manners, and 
heard those legendary tales and wild superstitions 
which he has woven like witchcraft into his dramas. 
For, in his time, we are told it was a populär amuse- 
ment in winter evenings "to sit round the fire, and 
teil merry tales of errant knights, queens, lovers, lords, 
ladies, giants, dwarfs, thieves, cheaters, witches, fairies, 
goblins, and friars."* 

♦ Scot, in his "Discoverie of Witchcraft," enumerates a host 
of these fire-side £mcies. '* And they have so fiaid us with bull- 
b^gars, spirits, witches, urchins, elves, hags, fairies, satyrs, pans, 
fieiunes, syrens, kit with the can sticke, tritons, centaurs, dwarfes, 
giantes, imps, calcars, conjurors, nymphes, changelings, incnbuSy 
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My route for a part of the way lay in sigbt of the 
Avon, which made a variety of the most fanciful 
doublings and windings through a wide and fertile 
Valley; sometimes glittering from among willows, which 
fringed its borders; sometimes disappearing among 
groves, orbeneath green banks; and sometimes rambling 
out into füll view, and making an azure sweep roimd 
a slope of meadow land. This beautiful bosom of 
country is called the Vale of the Red Horse. A distant 
line of undulating blue hills seems to be its boundary, 
whilst all the soft intervening landscape lies in a 
manner enchained in the silver links of the Avon. 

After pursuing the road for about three miles, I 
tumed oflf into a footpath, which led along the borders 
of fields and under hedgerows to a private gate of the 
park; there was a Stile, however, for the benefit of the 
pedestrian; there being a public right-of-way through 
the grounds. I delight in these hospitable estates, in 
which every one has a kind of property — at least, as 
far as the footpath is concemed. It in some measure 
reconciles a poor man to his lot, and, what is more, to 
the better lot of his neighbour, thus to have parks 
and pleasure-grounds thrown open for his recreation. 
He breathes the pure air as freely, and lolls as luxuri- 
ously imder the shade, as the lord of the soil; and if 
he has not the privilege of calling all that he sees his 
own, he has not, at the same time, the trouble of pay- 
ing for it, and keeping it in order. 

I now found myself among noble avenues of oaks 

Robin-good-fellow, the sporne, the mare, the man in the oke, the 
hell-waine, the fier-drake, the puckle, Tom Thombe, hobgoblins, 
Tom Tumbler, boneless, and such other bogs, that we were afraid 
of oor own shadowes. " 
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and elms, whose vast size bespoke the growth of 
Centimes. The wind sounded solemnly among their 
brandies, and the rooks cawed from their hereditary 
nests in the tree-tops. The eye ranged through long 
lessening vistas, with nothing to intemipt the view but 
some distant statue; or a vagrant deer stalking like a 
shadow across the opening. 

There is something about these stately old avenues 
that has the effect of Gothic architecture, not merely 
from the pretended similarity of form, but from their 
bearing the evidence of long duration, and of having 
had their origin in a period of time with which we 
associate ideas of romantic grandenr. They betoken 
also the long-settled dignity, and proudly concentrated 
independence of an ancient family; and I have heard 
a worthy but aristocratic old fiiend observe, when 
speaking of the sumptuous palaces of modern gentry, 
that "money could do much wiA stone and mortar, 
but, thank heaven, there was no such thing as sud- 
denly building up an avenue of oaks." 

It was from wandering in early life among this rieh 
scenery, and about the romantic solitudes of the ad- 
joining park of Fulbroke, which then formed a part of 
the Lucy estate, that some of Shakspeare's commen- 
tators have supposed he derived his noble forest medi- 
tations of Jacques, and the enchanting woodland pic- 
tures in "As you like it." It is in lonely wanderings 
through such scenes that the mind drinks deep put 
quiet draughts of inspiration, and becomes intensely 
sensible of the beauty and majesty of nature. The 
imagination kindles into reverie and rapture; vague 
but exquisite images and ideas keep breaking upon 
it; and we revel in a mute and almost incommunicable 
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luxury of thought It was in some such mood, and 
perhaps linder one of those very trees before me, 
which threw their broad shades over the grassy banks 
and quivering water of the Avon, that the poet's fancy 
may have sallied forth into that little song which 
breathes the very soul of a rural voluptuary: — 

**Under the greenwood tree, 
Who loves to lie with nie, 
And tune his merry throat 
ünto the sweet bird*s note, 
Come hither, come hither, come hither; > 

Here shall he see 
No enemy, 
But winter and rough weather. *' 

I had now come in sight of the house. It is a 
large building of brick, wiüi stone quoins, and is in the 
Gothic style of Queen Elizabeth's day, having been 
built in tie first year of her reign. TTie exterior re- 
mains very nearly in its origmal State, and may be 
considered a fair ^edmen of the residence of a 
wealthy coimtry gentleman of those days. A great gate- 
way qpens from the park into a kind of court-yard in 
front of the house, omam^ited with a grass-plot, 
shrubs, and flower-beds. The gateway is in imitaticm 
of the ancient barbacan: being a kind of outpost, and 
flanked by towers; though evidently for mere Orna- 
ment, instead of defence. The front of Üie house is 
completely in the old style; with stone-shafted case- 
ments, a great bow-window of heavy stone-work, and 
a portal with armorial bearings over it, carved in Sterne. 
At each comer of the building is an octagon tower, 
surmounted by a gilt ball and weather-cock. 

The Avon, which winds through the park, makes a 
bend just at the foot of a gently sloping bank, which 



dby Google 



3l8 STRATFORD-ON-AVOir. 

sweeps down from the rear of the house. Large herds 
of deer were feeding or reposing upon its borders; and 
swans were sailing majestically upon its bosom. As I 
xontemplated the venerable old mansion, I called to 
mind Falstaflf' encomium on Justice ShalloVs abode, and 
the affected indifference and real vanity of the latter: — 

^*Falstaß, You have here a goodly dwelling, and a rieh, 
ShcUlow, Barren, harren, barren; beggars all, b^gars all, Sir 
John:— marry, good air." 

Whatever may have been the joviality of the old 
mansion in the days of Shakspeare, it had now an air 
of stillness and solitude. The great iron gateway that 
opened into the court-yard was locked; there was no 
show of servants bustling about the place; the deer 
gazed quietly at me, as I passed, being no longer har- 
ried by the moss-troopers of Stratford. The only sign 
of domestic life that I met with was a white cat steal- 
ing with wary look and stealthy pace towards the Stahles, 
as if on some nefarious expedition. I must not omit 
to mention the carcass of a scoimdrel crow which I 
saw suspended against the bam wall, as it shows that 
the Lucys still inherit that lordly abhorrence of poachers, 
and maintain that rigorous exercise of territorial power, 
which was so strenuously manifested in the case of 
the bard. 

After prowling about for some time, I at length 
found my way to a lateral portal, which was the every- 
day entrance to the mansion. I was courteously re- 
ceived by a worthy old housekeeper, who, with the 
civility and communicativeness of her order, showed 
me the interior of the house. The greater part has 
undergone alterations, and been adapted to modern 
tastes and modes of living: there is a fine old oaken 
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staircase; and the great hall, that noble feature in an 
ancient manor-house, still retains much of the ap- 
pearance it_must have had in the days of Shakspeare. 
The ceiling is arched and lofly; and at one end is a 
gallery, in which Stands an organ. The weapons and 
trophies of the chase, which formerly adomed the hall 
of a country gentleman, have made way for family 
portraits. There is a wide hospitable fire-place, cal- 
culated for an ample old-fashioned wood fire, formerly 
the rallying --place of winter festivity. On the op- 
posite side of the hall is the huge Gothic bow-window, 
with stone shafts, which looks out upon the court-yard. 
Here are emblazoned in stained glass the armorial 
bearings of the Lucy family for many generations, 
some being dated in 1558. I was delighted to observe 
in the quarterings the three white luces^ by which the 
character of Sir Thomas was first identified with that 
of Justice Shallow. They are mentioned in the first 
scene of the "Merry Wives of Windsor," where the Justice 
is in a rage with FalstaflF for having "beaten his men, 
killed his deer, and broken into his lodge." The poet 
had no doubt the offences of himself and his com- 
rades in mind at the time, and we may suppose the 
family pride and vindictive threats of the puissant Shal- 
low to be a caricature of the pompous indignation of Sir 
Thomas. 

** Shallow, Sir Hugh, persuade me not: I will make a Star- 

Chamber matter of it; if he were twenty Sir John Falstaffs, he shall 

not abäse Robert Shallow, esquire. 

Slender. In the county of Gloster, justice of peace» and coram, 

Shallow, Ay, cousin Slender, and custalorum, 

Slender, Ay, and ratolorum too, and a gentleman bom, master 

parson; who writes himseH Armt^ero ; in any bill, Warrant, quit- 

tance, or Obligation, Armigero, 
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ShaUow, Ay, that we do; and have done any time these tliree 
hundred years. 

Slender. AU his successors, gone before him, have done't; and 
all his ancestors, that come after him may : they may give the dozen 
white luces in their coat. ♦ • • ♦ • 

Shallow, The Council shall hear it; it is a riot. 

Evans, It is not meet the coundl hear a riot; there is no fear 
of Got in a riot; the Council, look you, shall desire to hear the fear 
of Got, and not to hear a riot; take your vizaments in that. 

Shallow. Ha! o' my life, if I were young again, the sword 
shouldenditi" 

Near the window thus emblazoned hung a portrait, 
by Sir Peter Lely, of one of the Luqr family, a great 
beauty of the time of Charles the Second; the cid 
housekeeper shook her head as she pointed to the 
picture, and informed me that this lady had been sadly 
addicted to cards, and had gambled "away a great 
portion of the family estate, among which was that 
part of the park where Shakspeare and his comrades 
had kilied the deer. The lands thus lost had not been 
entirdy regained by the family, even at the present 
day. It is but justice to this recreant dame to confess 
that she had a surpassingly fine hand and arm. 

The picture which most attracted my attention was 
a great painting over the fire-place, oontaining like- 
nesses of a Sir Thomas Lucy and his family, who in- 
habited the hall in the latter part of Shakspeare's life- 
time. I at first thought that it was the vindictive 
knight himself, but the housekeeper assured me that it 
was his son; the only likeness extant of the former 
being an effigy upon his tomb in the church of the 
neighbouring hamlet of Charleoot The picture gives 
a lively idea of the costume and manners of the time. 
Sir Thomas is dressed in ruff and doublet; white shoes 
with roses in them; and has a peaked yellow, or, as 
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Master Slender would say, "a cane-coloured beard." 
His lady is seated on the opposite side of the picture 
in wide ruflf and long stomadier, and the children have 
a most venerable stif&iess and formality of dress. Hounds 
and Spaniels are mingled in the family group; a hawk 
is seated on his perch in the fore-ground, and one of 
the children holds a bow; — all intimating the knight's 
skill in hunting, hawking, and archery — so indispensable 
to an accomplished gentleman in those days.* 

I regretted to find that the ancient fiuniture of the 
hall had disappeared; for I had hoped to find the 
stately elbow-chair of carved oak, in which the country 
Squire of former days was wont to sway the sceptre of 
empire over his rural domains; and in which it might 
be presumed the redoubted Sir Thomas sat enthroned 
in awfiil State when the recreant Shakspeare was brought 
before him. As I like to deck out pictures for my 
entertainment, I pleased myself with the idea that this 
very hall had been the scene of the tmlucky bard's 
examination on the moming after his captivity in the 
lodge. I fanded to myself the rural potentate, sur- 
roimded by his body-guard of butler, pages, and blue- 

♦ Bishop Earle, speaking of the country gentleman of his time, 
observes, **his housekeeping is seen much in the different families 
of dogs, and serving-men attendant on their kenneis; and the deep- 
ness of their throats is the depth of his discourse. A hawk he 
esteems the true bürden of nobility, and is exceedingly ambitious to 
seem delighted with the sport, and have his fist gloved with his 
jesses." And Gilpin, in his description of a Mr. Hastings, remarks, 
**he kept all sorts of hounds that run bück, fox, hare, otter, and 
badger; and had hawks of all kinds, both long, and short winged. 
His great hall was commonly strewed with marrowbones, and füll 
of hawk-perches, hounds, spaniels, and terriers. On a broad hearth, 
paved with brick, lay some of the choicest terriers, hounds, and 
Spaniels." 

Tk4 SMch Book, ai 
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coated serving-men with their badges; while the luct- 
less culprit was brought in, bedrooped and chap-fallen, 
in the custody of gamekeepers, huntsmen, and whip- 
pers-in, and foUowed by a rabble rout of country 
clowns. I fancied bright faces of curious housemaids 
peeping from the half-opened doors; while from the 
gallery the fair daughters of the Knight leaned grace- 
fully forward, eying the youthful prisoner with that 
pity "that dwells in womanhood." — ^Who would have 
thought that this poor varlet, thus trembling before the 
brief authority of a country Squire, and lie sport of 
rustic boors, was soon to become the delight of princes; 
the theme of all tongues and ages; the dictator to the 
human mind; and was to confer immortality on his 
oppressor by a caricature and a lampoon! 

I was now invited by the butler to walk into the 
garden; and I feit inclined to visit the orchard and 
arbour where the Justice treated Sir John Falstaff and 
Cousin Silence "to a last-year's pippin of his own 
graffing, with a dish of carraways;" but I had already 
spent 90 much of the day in my ramblings, that I was 
obliged to give up any further investigations. When 
about to take my leave, I was gratified by the civil 
entreaties of the housekeeper and butler, that I would 
take some refreshment: an instance of good old hos- 
pitality, which I grieve to say we castle-hunters seldom 
meet with in modern days. I make no doubt it is a 
virtue which the present representative of the Lucys 
inherits from his ancestor; for Shakspeare, even in 
his caricature, makes Justice Shallow importunate in 
this respect, as witness his pressing instances to Falstaff. 

**By cock and pye, Sir, you shall not away to night ♦ • * ♦ ♦ 
I wiU not excuse you; you shall not be excused; excuses shall not bc 
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admitted; there is no excuse shall serve; you shall not be excused. 
— * * * *. Some pigeonsy Davy; a couple of short-legged hens; a 
Joint of mutton; and any pretty little tiny kick-shaws, teil William 
Cook." 

I now bade a reluctant farewell to the old hall. 
My mind had become so completely possessed by the 
imaginary scenes and characters connected with it, 
that I seemed to be actually living among them. Every- 
thing brought them as it were before my eyes; and as 
the door of the dining-room opened, I almost expected 
to hear the feeble voice of Master Silence quavering 
forth his favourite ditty: — 

'* Tis meny in hall, when beards wag all. 
And welcome meny Shrove-tide!" 

On rctuming to my inn, I could not but reflect on 
the Singular gift of the poet; to be able thus to spread 
the magic of his mind over the very face of nature; to 
give things and places a charm and character not their 
own, and to tum this "working-day world" into a per- 
fect fairy land. He is indeed the true necromancer, 
whose spell operates, not upon the senses, but upon 
the imagination and the heart Under the wizard in- 
fluence of Shakspeare I had been Walking all day in 
a complete delusion. I had surveyed the landscape 
through the prism of poetiy, which tinged every object 
with the hues of the rainbow. I had been surrounded 
with fanded beings; with mere airy nothings conjured 
up by poetic power; yet which, to me, had aU the 
charm of reality. I had heard Jacques soliloquize 
beneath his oak; had beheld the fair Rosalind and her 
companion adventuring through the woodlands; and, 
above all, had been once more present in spirit with 
fat Jack FalstafT, and his contemporaries, from th^ 
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august Justice Shallow, down to the gentle Master 
Slender, and the sweet Anne Page. Ten thousand 
honours and blessings on the bard who has thus gilded 
the duU realities of life with innocent illusions; who 
has spread exquisite and unbought pleasures in my 
spirit, in many a lonely hour, with all the cordial and 
cheerful sympathies of social life ! 

As I crossed the bridge over the Avon on my re- 
tum, I paused to contemplate the distant churdi in 
which the poet lies buried, and could not but exult in 
the malediction, which has kept his ashes undisturbed 
in its quiet and hallowed vaults. What honour could 
his name have derived from being mingled in dusty 
companionship with the epitaphs, and escutcheons, and 
venal eulogiums of a titled multitude? What would a 
crowded comer in Westminster Abbey have been, com- 
pared with this reverend pile, which seems to stand in 
beautiful loneliness as his sole mausoleum! The solici- 
tude about the grave may be but the oflfspring of an 
overwrought sensibility; but human nature is made up 
of foibles and prejudices; and its best and tenderest 
aflfections are mingled with these factitious feelings. 
He who has sought renown about the world, and has 
reaped a füll harvest of worldly favour, will find, after 
all, that there is no love, no admiration, no applause, 
so sweet to the soul as that which Springs up in his 
native place. It is there that he seeks to be gathered 
in peace and honour among his kindred and his early 
friends. And when the weary heart and failing head 
begin to warn him that the evening of life is drawing 
on, he tums as fondly as does the infant to the mother's 
arms, to sink to sleep in the bosom of the scene of his 
chüdhood, 
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How would it have cheered the spirit of the youth- 
ful bard, when, wandering forth in disgrace upon a 
doubtful World, he cast back a heavy look upon bis 
patemal home, could he have foreseen that, before 
many years, he should retum to it covered with 
renown; that his name should become the boast and 
glory of his native place; that his ashes should be re- 
ligiously guarded as its most precious treasure; and 
that its lessening spire, on which his eyes were fixed 
in tearfiil contemplation, should one day become the 
beacon, towering amidst the gentle landscape, to guide 
the literary pilgrim of every nation to his tomb! 
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TRAITS OF INDIAN CHARACTER. 



''I ai^eal to aay white man if ever he entered Logan's cabin 
hungry, and he gave him not to eat; if ever he came cold and 
naked, and he clothed him not. " — Speech ofan Indian Chief. 

There is something in the character and habits of 
the North American savage, taken in connexion with 
the scenery over which he is accustomed to ränge, its 
vast lakes, boundless forests, majestic rivers, and track- 
less plains, that is, to my mind, wonderfully striking 
and sublime. He is formed for the wildemess, as the 
Arab is for the desert His nature is stem, simple, 
and enduring; fitted to grapple with difficulties, and 
to Support privations. There seems but little soil in 
his heart for the growth of the kindly virtues; and yet, 
if we would but take the trouble to penetrate through 
that proud stoicism and habitual tacitumity, which 
lock up his character from casual Observation, we 
should find him linked to his fellowman of civilized 
life by more of those sympathies and affections than 
are usually ascribed to him. 

It has been the lot of the imfortunate aborigines 
of America, in the early periods of colonization, to be 
doubly wronged by the white men. They have been 
dispossessed of their hereditary possessions by mer- 
cenaiy and frequently wanton warfare; and their cha- 
racters have been traduced by bigoted and interested 
writers. The colonist has often treated them like beasts 
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of the forest; and the author has endeavoured to justify 
him in his outrages. The former found it easier to 
exterminate than to civilize; the latter, to vilify than 
to discriminate. The appellations of savage and pagan 
were deemed sufficient to sanction the hostilities of 
both; and thus the poor Wanderers of the forest were 
persecuted and defamed, not because they were guilty, 
but because they were Ignorant 

The rights of the savage have seldom been properly 
appreciated or respected by the white man. In peace 
he has too often been the dupe of artful traffic; in war 
he has been regarded as a ferocious animal, whose 
life or death was a question of mei*e precaution and 
convenience. Man is cruelly wasteful of life when his 
own safety is endangered and he is sheltered by im- 
punity; and little mercy is to be expected from him, 
when he feels the sting of the reptile, and is conscious 
of the power to destroy. 

The same prejudices, which were indulged thus 
carly, exist in common circulation at the present day. 
Certain leamed societies have, it is true, with laudable 
diligence, endeavoured to investigate and record the 
real characters and manners of the Indian tribes; the 
American govemment, too, has wisely and humanely 
exerted itself to inculcate a friendly and forbearing 
spirit towards them, and to protect them from fraud 
and injustice.* The current opinion of the Indian 

* The American govemment has been indefatigable in its exer- 
tions to ameliorate the Situation of the Indians, and to introduce 
among them the arts of dvilization, and civil and religious knowledge. 
To protect them from the frauds of the white traders, no purchase 
of land from them by individuals is permitted; nor is any person al- 
lowed to receive lands from them as a present, without the express 
sanction of govemment. These precautions are stricüy enforced. 
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character, however, is too apt to be formed from the 
miserable hordes which infest the firontiers, and hang 
on the skirts of the Settlements. These are too com- 
monly composed of degenerate beings, corrapted and 
enfeebled by the vices of society, without being bene- 
iited by its civilization. That proud independence, 
which formed the main pillar of savage virtue, has 
been shaken down, and the whole moral fabric lies in 
ruins. Their spirits are humiliated and debased by a 
sense of inferiority, and their native courage cowed 
and dannted by the superior knowledge and power of 
their enlightened neighbours. Society has advanced 
upon them like one of those withering airs that will 
sometimes breathe desolation over a whole region of 
fertility. It has enervated their strength, multiplied 
their diseases, and superinduced upon their original 
barbarity the low vices of artificial life. It has given 
them a thousand superfluous wants, whilst it has 
diminished their means of mere existence. It has 
driven before it the animals of the chase, who fly from 
the sound of the axe and the smoke of the settlement, 
and seek refuge in the depths of remoter forests and 
yet untrodden wilds. Thus do we too often find the 
Indians on our frontiers to be mere wrecks and remnants 
of once powerful tribes, who have lingered in the 
vicinity of the Settlements, and sunk into precarious 
and vagabond existence. Poverty, repining and hope- 
less poverty, a canker of the mind unknown in savage 
life, corrodes their spirits and blights every free and 
noble quality of their natures. They become drunken, 
indolent, feeble, thievish, and pusillanimous. They loiter 
like vagrants about the Settlements, among spacious 
dwellings replete with elaborate comforts, which only 
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render them sensible of the comparative wretchedness 
of their own condition. Luxury spreads its ample 
board before their eyes; but they are excluded from 
the banquet. Plenty revels over the fields; but they 
are starving in the midst of its abundance: the whole 
wildemess has blossomed into a garden; but they feel 
as reptiles that infest it 

How difFerent was their State while yet the undis- 
puted lords of the soil! Their wants were few, and 
the means of gratification within their readi. They 
saw every one round them sharing the same lot, endur- 
ing the same hardships, feeding on the same aliments, 
arrayed in the same rüde garments. No roof then 
rose, but was open to the homeless stranger; no smoke 
curled among the trees, but he was welcome to sit 
down by its fire and join the hunter in his repast. 
"For," says an old historian of New England, "their 
life is so void of care, and they are so loving also, that 
they make use of those things they enjoy as common 
goods; and are therein so compassionate, that rather 
than one should starve through want, they would starve 
all: thus do they pass their time merrily, not regarding 
our pomp, but are better content with tiieir own, which 
some men esteem so meanly of." Such were the 
Indians whilst in the pride and energy of their primi- 
tive natures; they resembled those wild plants, which 
thrive best in the shades of the forest, but shrink from 
the hand of cultivation, and perish beneath the in- 
fluence of the sun. 

In discussing the savage character, writers have 
been too prone to indulge in vulgär prejudice and 
passionate exaggeration, instead of the candid temper 
of true philosophy. They have not sufficiently con- 
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sidered the peculiar circumstances in which the Indians 
have been placed, and the peculiar principles under 
which they have been educated. No being acts more 
rigidly from rule than the Indian. His whole conduct 
is regulated according to some general maxims early 
implanted in his mind. The m<nral laws that govem 
him are, to be sure, but few; but then he conforms to 
them all; — the white man abounds in laws of religion, 
morals, and manners; but how many does he violate! 

A frequent ground of accusation against the Indians 
is their disregard of treaties, and the treachery and 
wantonness with which, in time of apparent peace,' 
they will suddenly fly to hostilities. The intercourse 
of the white men with the Indians, however, is too apt 
to be Gold, distrustful, oppressive, and insulting. They 
seldom treat them with that confidence and frankness 
which are indispensable to real friendship; nor is suf- 
ficient caution observed not to ofFend against those 
feelings of pride or superstition, which often prompt 
the Indian to hostility quicker than mere considera- 
tions of interest. The solitary savage feels silently, 
but acutely. His sensibilities are not diöused over so 
wide a surface as those of the white man; but they 
run in steadier and deeper Channels. His pride, his 
affections, his superstitions, are all directed towards 
fewer objects; but the wounds inflicted on them are 
proportionably severe, and fumish motives of hostility 
which we cannot sufficiently appreciate. Where a 
Community is also limited in number, and forms one 
great patriarchal family, as in an Indian tribe, the in- 
Jury of an individual is the injury of the whole; and 
the sentiment of vengeance is almost instantaneously 
diffused. One Council fire is sufficient for the dis- 
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cussion and arrangement of a plan of hostilities. Here 
all the fighting men and sages assemble. Eloquence 
and superstition combine tx) inflame the minds of the 
warriors. The orator awakens their martial ardour, 
and they are wrought up to a kind of religious de- 
speration, by the visions of the prophet and the dreamer. 

An instance of one of those sudden exasperations, 
arising from a motive peculiar to the Indian character, 
is extant in an old record of the early settlement of 
Massachusetts. The planters of Plymouth had defaced 
the monuments of the dead at Passonagessit, and had 
plundered the grave of the Sachem's mother of some 
skins with which it had been decorated. The Indians 
are remarkable for the reverence which they entertain 
for the sepulchres of their kindred. Tribes that have 
passed generations exiled from the abodes of their an- 
cestors, when by chance they have been travelling in 
the vicinity, have been known to tum aside from the 
highway, and, guided by wonderftdly accurate tradition, 
have crossed the country for miles to some tumulus, 
buried perhaps in woods, where the bones of their 
tribes were andently deposited; and there have passed 
hours in silent meditation. Influenced by this sublime 
and holy feeling, the Sachem, whose mother's tomb 
had been violated, gathered his men together, and ad- 
dressed them in the following beautifully simple and 
pathetic harangue; a curious specimen of Indian elo- 
quence, and an affecting instance of filial piety in a 
savage: — 

"When last the glorious light of all the sky was 
undemeath this globe, and birds grew silent, I began 
to settle, as my custom iß, to take repose. Before mine 
eyes were fast closed, methought I saw a vision, at 
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which my spirit was much troubled; and, trembling at 
that doleful sight, a spirit cried aloud, * Behold, my son, 
whom I have cherished, see the breasts that gave thee 
suck, the hands that lapped thee warm, and fed thee 
oft. Canst thou forget to take revenge of those wild 
people, who have defaced my monument in a despite- 
ful manner, disdaining our antiquities and honourable 
customs? See, now, the Sachem's grave lies like the 
common people, defaced by an ignoble race. Thy 
mother doth complain, and imploreth thy aid against 
this thievish people, who have newly intruded on our 
land. If this be suffered, I shall not rest quiet in my 
everlasting habitation/ This said, the spirit vanished, 
and I, all in a sweat, not able scarce to speak, began 
to get some strength, and recollect my spirits that were 
fled, and determined to demand your counsel and as- 
sistance." 

I have adduced this anecdote at some length, as it- 
tends to show how these sudden acts of hostility, which 
have been attributed to caprice and perfidy, may often 
arise from deep and generous motives, which our in- 
attention to Indian character and customs prevents our 
properly appreciating. 

Another ground of violent outcry against the In- 
dians is their barbarity to the vanquished. This had 
its origin partly in policy and partly in superstition. 
The tribes, though sometimes called nations, were never 
so formidable in their numbers, but that the loss of 
several warriors was sensibly feit : this was particularly 
the case when they had been frequently engaged in 
warfare; and many an instance occurs in Indian history, 
where a tribe, that had long been formidable to its 
neighbours, has been broken up and driven away, by 
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the capture and massacre of its principal fighting men. 
There was a streng temptation, therefore, for the vidtor 
to be merciless; not so much to gratify any cruel re- 
venge, as to provide for future security. Tlie Indians 
had also the superstitious belief, frequent among bar- 
barous nations, and prevalent also among the ancients, 
that the manes of their friends who had fallen in battle, 
were soothed by the blood of the captives, The pri- 
soners, however, who are not thus sacrificed, axe adopted 
into their families in place of the slain, and axe treated 
withthe confidence and affection of relatives and friends; 
nay, so hospitable and tender is their entertainment, 
that when the alternative is offered them, they will often 
prefer to remain with their adopted brethren, rather 
than retum to the home and the friends of their youth, 
The cruelty of the Indians towaxds their prisoners 
has been heightened since the colonization of the 
whites. What was formerly a compliance with policy 
and superstition, has been exasperated into a gratifica- 
tion of vengeance. They cannot but be sensible that 
the white men are the usurpers of their ancient do- 
minion, the cause of their degradation, and the gradual 
destroyers of their race. They go forth to battle, 
smarting with injuries and indignities which they have 
individually suffered, and they axe driven to madness 
and despair by the wide-spreading desolation, and the 
overwhelming ruin, of European warfare. The whites 
have too frequently set them an example of violence, 
by buming their vülages and laylng waste their slender 
means of subsistence; and yet they wonder that savages 
do not show moderation and magnanimity towaxds 
those, who have left them nothing but mere existenc^ 
and wretchedness, 
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We stigmatize the Indians, also, as cowardly and 
treacherous, because they use stratagem in warfare, in 
preference to open force; but in this they are fuUy 
justified by their rüde code of honour. They are early 
taught that stratagem is praiseworthy: the bravest war- 
rior thinks it no disgrace to lurk in silencc, and take 
every advantage of his foe: he triumphs in the superior 
craft and sagacity by which he has been cnabled to 
surprise and destroy an enemy. Indeed, man is natur- 
ally more prone to subtilty than open valour, owing to 
his physical weakness in comparison with other animals 
They are endowed with natural weapcms of defence; 
with homs, with tusks, with hoofs, and talons; but man 
has to depend on his superior sagacity. In all his en- 
counters with these, his proper enemies, he resorts to 
stratagem; and when he pervcrsely tums his hostility 
against his fellow-man, he at first continues the same 
subtle mode of warfare. 

The natural principle of war is to do the most 
härm to our enemy with the least hann to ourselvesj 
and this of course is to be eflfected by stratagem. That 
chivahx)us courage which induces us to despise the 
suggestions of prudence, and to rush in the face of 
certain danger, is the offspring of society, and pro- 
duced by education. It is honourable, because it is in 
fact the triumph of lofty sentiment over an instinctive 
repugnance to pain, and over those yeamings after 
personal ease and security, which society has con- 
demned as ignoWe. It is kept alive by pride and the 
fear of shame; and thus the dread of real evil is over- 
come by the superica: dread of an evil which exists 
but in the Imagination. It has been cherished and 
gtimulated also by various means. It has been the 
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theme of spirit-stirring song and chivalrous story. The 
poet and minstxel have delighted to shed round it the 
splendours of ficticm; and even the historian has for- 
gotten the sober gravity of narration, and broken forth 
into enthusiasm and rhapsody in its praise. Triumphs 
and gorgeous pageants have been its reward: monu- 
ments, on which art has exhausted its skill, and opu- 
lence its treasures', have been erected to pcrpetuate a 
nation's gratitude and admiration. Thus artificially ex- 
cited, courage has risen to an extraordinary and facti- 
tious degree of heroism j and, arrayed in all the glorious 
"pomp and circumstance of war," this turbulent quality 
has even been able to eclipse many of those quiet but 
invaluable virtues, which silently ennoble the human 
character, and swell the tide of human haj^iness. 

But if courage intrinsically consists in the defiance 
of danger and pain, the life of the Indian is a con- 
tinual exhibition of it He lives in a State of perpetual 
hostility and risk. Peru and adventure are congenial 
to his nature; or rather seem necessary to arouse his 
faculties and to give an interest to his existence. Sur- 
rounded by hostile tribes, whose mode of warfare is 
by ambush and surprisal, he is always prepaxed for 
fight, and lives with his weapons in his hands, As the 
ship careers in fearful singleness through the solitudes 
of ocean; — as the bird mingles among douds, and 
storms, and wings its way, a mere speck, across the 
pathless fields of air; — so the Indian holds his course, 
silent, solitary, but imdaunted, through the boundless 
bosom of the wildemess. His expeditions may vie in 
distance and danger with the pilgrimage of the de- 
votee, or the Crusade of the knight-errant. He traverses 
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vast forests, exposed to the hazards of lonely sickness, 
of lurking enemies, and pining famine. Stormy lakes, 
those great inland seas, are no obstacles to his wander- 
ings: in his light canoe of bark he sports, like a feather, 
on their waves, and darts, with the swiftness of an 
arrow, down the roaring rapids of the river. His very 
subsistence is snatched from the midst of toil and 
peril. He gains his food by the hardship and dangers 
of the chase; he wraps himself in the spoils of the 
bear, the panther, and the bufialo, and sleeps among 
the thnnders of the cataract 

No hero of ancient or modern days can surpass the 
Indian in his lofty contempt of death, and the fortitude 
with which he sustains its cruellest infliction. Indeed 
we here behold him rising superior to the white man, 
in consequence of his peculiar education. The latter 
rushes to glorious death at the cannon's mouth; the 
former calmly contemplates its approach, and trium- 
phantly endures it, amidst the varied torments of snr- 
rounding foes and the protracted agonies of fire. He 
even takes a pride in taimting his persecutors, and 
provoking their ingenuity of torture; and as the de- 
vouring flames prey on his very vitals, and the flesh 
shrinks from the sinews, he raises his last song of 
triimiph, breathing the defiance of an miconquered 
heart, and invoking the spirits of his fathers to witness 
that he dies without a groan. 

Notwithstanding the obloquy with which the early 
historians have overshadowed the characters of the un- 
fortunate natives, some bright gleams occasionally 
break through, which throw a degree of melancholy 
lustre on their memories. Facts are occasionally to 
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be met with in the rüde annals of the eastera pro- 
vinces, which, though recorded with the colouring of 
prejudice and bigotry, yet speak for themselves; and 
will be dwelt on with applause and sympathy, when 
prejudice shall have passed away. 

In one of the early narratives of the Indian wars 
in New England, there is a touching account of the 
desolation carried into the tribe of the Pequod Indians. 
Humanity shrinks from the cold-blooded detail of in- 
discriminate butchery. In one place we read of the 
surprisal of an Indian fort in the night, when the wig- 
wams were wrapped in flames, and the miserable in- 
habitants shot down and slain in attempting to escape, 
"all being despatched and ended in the course of an 
hour." After a series of similar transactions, "our 
soldiers," as the historian piously observes, "being re- 
solved by God's assistance to make a final destruction 
of them,'' the unhappy savages being hunted from 
their homes and fortresses, and pursued with fire and 
sword, a scanty but gallant band, the sad remnant of 
the Pequod warriors, with their wives and children, 
took refuge in a swamp. 

Buming with indignation, and rendered suUen by 
despair, with hearts bursting with grief at the destruc- 
tion of their tribe, and spirits galled and sore at the 
fancied ignominy of their defeat, they reftised to ask 
their lives at the hands of an insulting foe, and pre- 
ferred death to Submission. 

As the night drew on they were surrounded in their 
dismal retreat, so as to render escape impracticable. 
Thus situated, their enemy "plied them with shot all 
the time, by which means many were killed and buried 

ne Sketch Book. 22 
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in the mire." In the darkness and fog that preceded 
the dawn of day some few broke through the besiegers 
and escaped into the woods: "the rest were left to the 
conquerors, of which many were killed in the swamp, 
like suUen dogs who would rather, in their self-willed- 
ness and madness, sit still and be shot through, or cut 
to pieces," than implore for merey. When the day 
broke upon this handful of forlom but dauntless spirits, 
the soldiers, we are told, entering the swamp, "saw 
several heaps of them sitting dose together, upon whom 
they discharged their pieces, laden with ten or twelve 
pistol bullets at a time; putting the muzzles of their 
pieces under the boughs, within a few yards of them; 
so as, besides those that were found dead, many more 
were killed and simk into the mire, and never were 
minded more by friend or foe." 

Can any one read this piain unvamished tale with- 
out admiring the stem resolution, the unbending pride, 
the loftiness of spirit, that seemed to nerve the hearts 
of these self-taught heroes, and to raise them above 
the instinctive feelings of human nature? When the 
Gauls laid waste the city of Rome, they found the 
Senators clothed in their robes, and seated with stem 
tranquillity in their curule chairs; in this manner they 
suffered death without resistance or even supplication. 
Such conduct was, in them, applauded as noble and 
magnanimous; in ihe hapless Indians it was revüed as 
obstinate and suUen. How truly are we the dupes of 
show and circumstance ! How different is virtue, clothed 
in purple and enthroned in State, from virtue naked 
and destitute, and perishing obscurely in a wilder- 
ness! 
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But I forbear to dwell on these gloomy pictures. 
The eastem tribes have long since disappeared; the 
forests that sheltered them have been laid low, and 
scarce any traces remain of them in the thickly-settled 
States of New England, excepting here and there the 
Indian name of a village or a stream. And such must 
sooner or later be the fate of those other tribes which 
skirt the frontiers, and have occasionally been inveigled 
from their forests to miiigle in the wars of white men. 
In a little while, and they will go the way that their 
brethren have gone before. The few hordes which 
still linger about the shores of Huron and Superior, 
and the tributary streams of the Mississippi, will share 
the fate of those tribes that ohce spread over Massa- 
chusetts and Connecticut, and lorded it along the 
proud banks of the Hudson; of that gigantic race said 
to have existed on the bprders of the Susquehanna; 
and of those various nations that flourished about the 
Patowmac and the Rappahanoc, and that peopled the 
forests of the vast valley of Shenandoah. They will 
vanish like a vapour from the face of the earth; their 
very history will be lost in forgetfulness; and "the 
places that now know them, will know them no more 
for ever." Or if, perchance, some dubious memorial 
of them should survive the lapse of time, it may be in 
the romantic dreams of the poet, to people in imagina- 
tion his glades and groves, like the fauns and satyrs 
and sylvan deities of antiquity. But should he venture 
upon the dark story of their wrongs and wretched- 
ness; should he teil how they were invaded, corrupted, 
despoiled; driven from their native abodes and the 
sepulchres of their fathers; hunted like wild beasts 
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about the earth; and sent down with violence and 
butchery to the grave: posterity will either tum with 
horror and incxedulity from the tale, or blush with in- 
dignation at the inhumanity of their forefathers. — "We 
are driven back," said an old wamor, "until we can 
retreat no farther — our hatchets are broken, our bows 
are snapped, our fires are nearly extinguished — a little 
longer and the white man will cease to persecute us 
•'— for we shall cease to exist!" 
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PHILIP OF POKANOKET. 

AN INDIAN MEMOIR. 



''As monumental bronze unchanged bis look: 
A soul that pity touch'd, but never shook: 
Train'd from bis tree-rock'd cradle to bis bier, 
The fierce extremes of good and ill to brook 
Impassive — fearing but the shame of fear — 
A stoic of tbe woods — a man witbout a tear. " 

Campbell. 

It is to be regretted that those early writers, who 
treated of the discovery and settlement of America, 
have not given us more particular and candid accounts 
of the remarkable characters that flourished in savage 
life. The scanty anecdotes which have reached us are 
füll of pecuUarity and interest; they fumish us with 
nearer glimpses of human nature, and show what man 
is in a comparatively primitive State, and what he owes 
to civilization. There is something of the charm of 
discovery in lighting upon these wild and unexplored 
tracks of human nature; in witnessing, as it were, the 
native growth of moral sentiment; and perceiving those 
generous and romantic qualities which have been arti- 
ficially cultivated by society, vegetating in spontaneous 
hardihood and rüde magnificence. 

In civilized life, where the happiness, and indeed 
almost the existence, of man depends so much upon 
the opinion of his fellowmeia, he is constanüy acting a 
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studied part. The bold and peculiar traits of native 
character are refined away, or softened down by the 
levelling influence of what is termed good-breeding; 
and he practises so many petty deceptions, and aflfects 
so many generous sentiments, for the purposes of po- 
pularity, that it is difficnlt to distinguish his real from 
his artificial character. The Indian, on the contraiy, 
free from the restraints and refinements of polished 
life, and, in a great degree, a solitary and independent 
being, obeys the impulses of his inclination or the dic- 
tates of his judgment; and thus the attributes of his 
nature, being freely indulged, grow singly great and 
striking. Society is like a lawn, where every roughness 
is smoothed, every bramble eradicated, and where the eye 
is delighted by the smiling verdm-e of a velvet surface; 
he, however, who would study nature in its wildness 
and variety, must plunge into the forest, must explore the 
glen, must stem the torrent, and dare the precipice. 

These refiections axose on casually looking through 
a volume of early colonial histcwy, wherein are recorded, 
with great bittemess, the outrages of the Indiens, and 
their wars with the settlers of New England. It is 
painful to perceive, even from these partial narratives, 
how the footsteps of civilization may be traced in the 
blood of the aborigines; how easily the colonists were 
moved to hostility by the lust of conquest; how merci- 
less and exterminating was thefr warfare. The imagina- 
tion shrinks at the idea, how many intellectual beings 
were hunted from the earth! how many brave and 
noble hearts, of nature's Sterling coinage, were broken 
down and trampled in the dust! 

Such was the fate of Philip of Pokanoket, an 
Indian warrior, whose name was once a terror through- 
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out Massachusetts and Connecticut He was the most 
distinguished of a number of contemporary Sachems 
who reigned over the Pequods, the Narrhagansets, the 
Wampanoags, and the other Eastern tribes, at the time 
of the first settlement of New England: a band of 
native untaught heroes, who made the most generous 
struggle of which human nature is capabk; fighting to 
the last gasp in the cause of their country, without a 
hope of victory or a thought of renown. Worthy of an 
age of poetry, and fit subjects for local story and 
romantic fiction, they have left scarcely any autiientic 
traces on the page of history, but stalk, like gigantic 
^adows, in the dim twilight of tradition. 

When the pilgrims, as the Plymouth settlers are 
called by their descendants, first took refiige on the 
shores of the New World, firom the religious persecu- 
tions of the Old, their Situation was to the last degree 
gloomy and disheartening. Few in number, and that 
number rapidly perishing away through sickness and 
hardships; surrounded by a howling wildemess and 
savage tribes; exposed to the rigours of an almost arctic 
winter and the vicissitudes of an ever-shifting dimate; 
their minds were filled with dolefiil forebodings, and 
nothing preserved them firom sinking into despondency 
but the strong excitement of religious enthusiasm. In 
this forlom Situation they were visited by Massasoit, 
Chief Sagamore of the Wampanoags, a powerfiil chief, 
who reigned over a great extent of country. Instead of 
taking advantage of the scanty number of the strangers, 
and expelling them fi-om his territories into which they 
had intruded, he seemed at once to conceive for them 
a generous fiiendship, and extended towards them the 
rites of primitive hospitality. He came early in the 
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spring to their settiement of New Plymouth, attended 
by a mere handful of followers; entered into a solemn 
league of peace and amity; sold them a portion of the 
soil, and promised to secure for them the good-will of 
his savage allies. Whatever may be said of Indian per- 
fidy, it is certain that the integrity and good faith of 
Massasoit have never been impeached. He continued 
a firm and magnanimous Mend of the white men; suf- 
fering them to extend their possessions and to strengthen 
themselves in the land; and betraying no jealousy of 
their increasing power and prosperity. Shortly before 
his death he came once more to New Plymouth, with 
his son Alexander, for the purpose of renewing the 
covenant of peace, and of securing it to his posterity. 

At this Conference he endeavoured to protect the 
religion of his forefathers from the encroaching zeal of 
the missionaries; and stipulated that no further attempt 
should be made to draw oflF his people from their an- 
cient faith: but, finding the English obstinately opposed 
to any such condition, he mildly relinquished the de- 
mand. Almost the last act of his life was to bring his 
two sons, Alexander and Philip (as they had been named 
by the English), to the residence of a principal settler; 
recommending mutual kindness and confidence; and 
entreating that the same love and amity which had 
existed between the white men and himself mightbe con- 
tinued afterwards with his children. The good oldSachem 
died in peace, and was happily gathered to his fathers 
before sorrow came upon his tribe ; his children remained 
behind to experience the ingratitude of white men. 

His eldest son, Alexander, succeeded him. He was 
of a quick and impetuous temper, and proudly tenacious 
of his hereditary rights and dignity. The intrusive policy 



dby Google 



PHILIP OF POKANOKET« 345 

änd dictatorial conduct of the strangers excited bis in- 
dignation; and he beheld with uneasiness their ex- 
terminating wars with the neighbouring tribes. He was 
doomed soon to incur their hostility, being accused of 
plotting with the Narrhagansets to rise against the Eng- 
lish and drive them from the land. It is impossible to 
say whether this accusation was warranted by facts, or 
was grounded on mere suspicions. It is evident, how- 
ever, by the violent and overbearing measures of the 
settlers, that they had by this time begun to feel con- 
scious of the rapid increase of their power, and to grow 
harsh and inconsiderate in their treatment of the na- 
tives. They despatched an armed force to seize at once 
upon Alexander, and to bring him before their court 
He was traced to his woodland haunts, and siuprised 
at a hunting-house, where he was reposing with a band 
of his followers, unarmed, after the toils of the chase. 
The suddenness of his arrest, and the outrage oflfered to 
his sovereign dignity, so preyed upon the irascible feel- 
ings of this proud savage, as to throw him into a rag- 
ing fever: he was permitted to retum home, on condi- 
tion of sending his son a pledge for his re-appearance; 
but the blow he had received was fatal, and before he 
reached his home he feil a victim to the agonies of a 
wounded spirit 

The successor of Alexander was Metamocet, or King 
Philip, as he was called by the settlers, on account of 
his lofty spirit and ambitious temper. These, together 
with his well-known energy and enterprise, had rendered 
him an object of great jealousy and apprehension, and 
he was accused of having always cherished a secret and 
implacable hostility towards the whites. Such may very 
probably, and very naturally, have been the case. He 
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considered them as originally but mere intruders into 
the country, who had presumed upon indulgence, and 
were extending an influence baneful to savage life. He 
saw the whole race of his countrymen melting before 
them from the face of the earth; their territories slip- 
ping froro their hands, and their tribes becoimng feeble, 
scattered, and dependent. It may be said th^t the soil 
was originally purchased by the settlers; but who does 
not know the nature of Indian purchases, in the early 
periods of colonization? The Europeans always made 
thrifty bargains through their superior adroitness in 
traffic; and they gained vast accessions of territory, by 
easily provoked hostilities. An uncultivated savage is 
never a nice enquirer into the refinementß of law, by 
which an injury may be gradually and legally inflicted. 
Leading facts are all by which he judges; and it was 
enough for Philip to know that before the intrusion of 
the Europeans his countrymen were lords of the soil, 
and that now they were becoming vagabonds in the 
land of their fathers. 

But whatever may have been his feelings of general 
hostility, and his particular indignation at the treatment 
of his brother, he suppressed them for the present; re- 
newed the contract with the settlers; and resided peace- 
ably for many years at Pokanoket, or, as it was called 
by the English, Mount Hope,* the ancient seat of do- 
minion of his tribe. Suspicions, however, which were 
at first but vague and indefinite, began to acquire form 
and substance; and he was at length charged with at- 
tempting to instigate the various eastem tribes to rise 
at once, and, by a simultaneous eflfort, to throw oflf the 
yoke of their oppressors. It is difficult at this distant 
• Now Bristol, Rhode Island. 
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period to assign the proper credit due to these early 
accusations against the Indians. There was a prone- 
ness to suspicion, and an aptness to acts of violence, 
on the part of the whites, that gave weight and import- 
ance to every idle tale. Informers abounded where tale- 
bearing met with countenance and reward; and the 
sword was readily unsheathed when its success was 
certain, and it carved out empire. 

The only positive evidence on record against Philip 
is the accusation of one Sausaman, a renegado Indian, 
whose natural cunning had been quickened by a partial 
education which he had received among the settlers. 
He changed his faith and his allegiance two or three 
times, with a facility that evinced the looseness of his 
principles. He had acted for some time as Philip's 
confidential secretary and counsellor, and had enjoyed 
his bounty and protection. Finding, however, that the 
douds of adversity were gathering round his patron, 
he abandoned his service and went over to the whites; 
and, in order to gain their favour, charged his former 
benefactor with plotting against their safety. A rigorous 
investigation took place. Philip and several of his sub- 
jects submitted to be examined, but nothing was proved 
against them. The settlers, however, had now gone 
too fax to retract; they had previously determined that 
Philip was a dangerous neighbour; they had publicly 
envinced their distrust; and had done enough to ensure 
his hostility; according, therefore, to the usual mode 
of reasoning in these cases, his destruction had become 
necessary to their security. Sausaman, the treacherous 
informer, was shortly after found dead in a pond, hav- 
ing fallen a victim to the vengeance of his tribe. Three 
Indians, one of whom was a friend and counsellor of 
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Philip, were apprehended and tried, and, on the tes- 
timony of one very questionable witness, were con- 
demned and executed as the murderers. 

This treatment of his subjects and ignominious 
punishment of his friend outraged the pride and ex- 
asperated the passions of Philip. The holt whicb had 
fallen thus at his very feet awakened him to the gather- 
ing storm, and he determined to trust himself no longer 
in the power of the white men. The fate of his in- 
sulted and broken-hearted brother still rankled in his 
mind; and he had a further waming in the tragical 
Story of Miantonimo, a great Sadiem of the Narrha- 
gansets, who, after manfuUy facing his accusers before 
a tribunal of the colonists, exculpating himself from a 
Charge of conspiracy, and receiving assurances of amity, 
had been perfidiously despatdied at their instigation. 
Philip, therefore, gathered his fighting men about him; 
persuaded all strangers that he could to join his cause; 
sent the women and children to the Narrhagansets for 
safety; and wherever he appeared was continually sur- 
rounded by armed warriors. 

When the two parties were thus in a State of dis- 
trust and irritation, the least spark was sufficient to 
set them in a flame. The Ladians, having weapons in 
their hands, grew mischievous, and committed various 
petty depredations. In one of their maraudings a 
warrior was fired upon and killed by a settler. This 
was the signal for open hostilities; the Indians pressed 
to revenge the death of their comrade, and the alarm 
of war resounded through the Plymouth colony. 

In the early chronicles of these dark and melan- 
choly times we meet with many indications of the 
diseased State of the public mind. The gloom of re- 
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ligious abstraction, and the wildness of their Situation, 
among trackless forests and savage tribes, had disposed 
the colonists to superstitious fancies, and had iilled 
their imaginations with the frightful diimeras of witch- 
craft and spectrology. They were much given also to 
a belief in omens. The troubles with Philip and his 
Indians were preceded, we are told, by a variety of 
those awfiil wamings which forerun great and public 
calamities. The perfect form of an Indian bow ap^ 
peared in the air at New Plymouth, which was looked 
upon by the inhabitants as a "prodigious apparition." 
At Hadley, Northampton, and other towns in their 
neighbourhood, "was heard the report of a great piece 
of ordnance, with a shaking of the earth and a con- 
siderable echo/'* Others were alarmed on a still sun- 
shiny moming by the discharge of guns and muskets; 
bullets seemed to whistle past them, and the noise of 
drums resounded in the air, seeming to pass away to 
the westward; others fancied that they heard the gal- 
loping of horses over their heads; and certain monstrous 
births which took place about the time iilled the su- 
perstitious in some towns with doleful forebodings. 
Many of these portentous sights and sounds may be 
ascribed to natural phenomena; to the northem lights 
which occur vividly in those latitudes; the meteors 
which explode in the air; the casual rushing of a blast 
through the top branches of the forest; the crash of 
fallen trees or disruptured rocks; and to those other 
uncouth sounds and echoes which will sometimes strike 
the ear so strangely amidst the profound stillness of 
woodland solitudes. These may have started some 
melancholy imaginations, may have been exaggerated 
• The Rcv. Increase Mathcr's History, 
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by the love for the marvellous, and listened to with 
that avidity with which we devour whatever is fearful 
and mystcrious. The universal currenqr of these super- 
stitious fancies, and the grave record made of them 
by one of the learaed men of the day, are strongly 
characteristic of the times. 

The nature of the contest that ensued was such as 
too often distinguishes the warfare between civilized 
men and savages. On the part of the whites it was 
conducted with superior skill and success; but with a 
wastefulness of the blood, and a disregard of the na- 
tural rights of their antagonists; on the part of the 
Indians it was waged with the desperation of men 
fearless of death, and who had nothing to expect from 
peace, but humiliation, dependence, and decay. 

The events of the war are transmitted to us by a 
worthy clergyman of the time; who dwells with horror 
and indignation on every hostile act of the Indians, 
however justifiable, whilst he mentions with applause 
the most sanguinary atrocities of the whites. Philip is 
reviled as a murderer and a traitor; without consider- 
ing that he was a true-bom prince, gallantly fighting 
at the head of his subjects to avenge the wrongs of his 
family; to retrieve the tottering power of his line; and 
to deliver his native land from the oppression of usurp- 
ing strangers. 

The project of a wide and simultancous revolt, if 
such had really been formed, was worthy of a capacious 
mind; and, had it not been prematurely discovered, 
might have been overwhelming in its consequences. 
The war that actually broke out was but a war of 
detail; a mere succession of casual exploits and un- 
connected enterprises. Still it sets forüi the military 
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genius and daring prowess of Philip; and whenever, 
in the prejudiced and passionate narrations that have 
been given of it, we can arrive at simple facts, we find 
him displaying a vigorous mind; a fertility in expe- 
dients; a contempt of suflfering and hardship; and an 
unconquerable resolution, that command our sympathy 
and applause. 

Driven from his paternal domains at Mount Hope, 
he threw himself into the depths of those vast and 
trackless forests that skirted the Settlements, and were 
almost impervious to anything but a wild beast or an 
Indian. Here he gathered together his forces, like the 
storm accumulating its Stores of mischief in the bosom 
of the thunder-cloud, and would suddenly emerge at 
a time and place least expected, canying havoc and 
dismay into the villages. There were now and then 
indications of these impending ravages, that filled the 
minds of the colonists with awe and apprehension. 
The report of a distant gun would perhaps be heard 
from the solitary woodland, where there was known to 
be no white man; the cattle which had been wandering 
in the woods would sometimes retum home wounded; 
or an Indian or two would be seen lurking about the 
skirts of the forests, and suddenly disappearing; as 
the lightning will sometimes be seen playing silently 
about the edge of the cloud that is brewing up the 
tempest. 

Though sometimes pursued, and even surrounded 
by the settlers, yet PhiHp as often escaped almost 
miraculously from their toils, and plunging into the 
wildemess would be lost to all search or inquiry, until 
he again emerged at some far distant quarter, laying 
the country desolate. Among his strongholds, were 
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the great swamps or morasses, which extend in some 
parts of New England; composed of loose bogs of deep 
black mudj perplexed with thickets, brambles, rank 
weeds, the shattered and mouldering trunks of fallen 
trees, and overshadowed by lugubrious hemlocks. The 
uncertain footing and the tangled mazes of these 
shagged wilds render them almost impracticable to the 
white man, though the Indian could thrid their laby- 
rinths with the agility of a deer. Into one of these, 
the great swamp of Pocasset Neck, was Philip once 
driven with a band of his followers. The English did 
not dare to pursue him, fearing to venture into these 
dark and fnghtful recesses, where they might perish 
in fens or miry pits, or be shot down by lurking foes. 
They therefore invested the entrance to the neck, and 
began to build a fort, with the thought of starving out 
the foe; but Philip and his warriors wafted themselves 
on a raft over an arm of the sea, in the dead of night, 
leaving the women and children behind; and escaped 
away to the westward, kindling the flames of war 
among the tribes of Massachusetts and the Nipmuck 
country, and threatening the colony of Connecticut 

In this way Philip became a theme of universal 
apprehension. The mystery in which he was enveloped 
exaggerated his real terrors. He was an evil that 
walked in darkness; whose Coming none could foresee, 
and against which none knew when to be on the alert. 
The whole country abounded with rumours and alarms. 
Philip seemed ahnost possessed of ubiquity; for, in 
whatever part of the widely-extended frontier an irrup- 
tion from the forest took place, Philip was said to be 
its leader. Many superstitious notions also were cir- 
culated conceming him. He was said to deal in n^ 
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cromanqr, and to be attended by an old Indian witch 
or prophetess, whom he consulted, and who assisted 
him by her charms and incantations. This indeed 
was frequently the case with Indian chiefs; either 
through their own credulity, or to act upon that of 
their followers: and the influence of the prophet and 
the dreamer over Indian superstition has been fuUy 
evidenced in recent instances of savage warfare. 

At the time that Philip eflfected his escape from 
Pocasset, his fortunes were in a desperate condition. 
His forces had been thinned by repeated fights, and he 
had lost almost the whole of his resources. In this lime 
of adversity he found a failhfiil friend in Canonchet, 
Chief Sachem of all the Narrhagansets. He was the son 
and herr of Miantonimo, the great Sachem, who, as al- 
ready mentioned, after an honourable acquittal of the 
Charge of conspiracy, had been privately put to death 
at the perfidious instigations of the settlers. "He was 
the heir/' says the old chronider, **of all his father's 
pride and insolence, as well as of his malice towards 
the English:" — ^he certainly was the heir of his insults 
and injuries, and Ihe legitunate avenger of his murder. 
Though he had forbome to take an active part in this 
hopeless war, yet he received Philip and his broken 
foroes with open arms; and gave them most generous 
countenance and support Th^ at once drew upon him 
the hostility of the English; and it was determined to 
strike a signal blow that should involve both the Sachems 
in one common min. A great force was, therefore, 
gathered together from Massachusetts, Plymouth, and 
Connecticut, and was s«it into the Narrhaganset country 
in the depth of winter, when the swamps, being frozen 
and leafless, could be traveised with comparative fadlity, 
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and woiüd no longer afford dark and iiifipenetrable £ast- 
nesses to Üie Indians. 

Apprehensive of attajcky Canonehet^ had ocmve^ed 
the greater paart of his Stores, together witili tite old, 
the infirm, the «women, and chüdrenof hisixibe, to a 
strong fortress;* where he and Philq) liad Uke^ndse drawn 
up the flower of dieir foi^ces. TfaiB fortress, deemed by 
the Indians ioqiregnable, was situated upon a rising 
mound or kind of Island, of five or ax aanes, in the 
midst of a swamp; it was constraoted with a degree of 
judgment and skiÜ ybsüj snperior to what is usually 
displayed in Indian fortification, and indicative of the 
martial genius of diese two chieftains. 

Guided by a renegado Indian, the Engfaih pene- 
trated through Deeetnber snows rto this .ittrongfaold, land 
came upon Ihe garrison by snrprise. The fight was 
üerce and ttncntiltuoiis. The assailants wiere reptdsed 
in their first attack, and several of thexr biüajvrest officers 
were shot down in ttie act of steannmg the iortress 
sword in hand. The assanüt was renewed witid grester 
success. A lodgment was effected. The Indians were 
driven from one post to another. They disputed their 
ground inch by inch, fi^ting witii ihe finy of despair. 
Most of their vetlrans were cut to pieces; and after a 
long and bloody bätüe, Philip :and (janondvet, wzkh a 
handM of surviving wairiors, retreated fiom the "tot, 
and took refuge in tne thickets of Üie surrounding ferest 

The Victors set fire to the wigwadts ^aoid the fort; 
the ^ole was soon in a blaze; masny of the* cdd men, 
the weinen, and die chikben perished in the flames. 
This last outrage overcatne even Ihe stoioism of the 
savage. The neighbouring woods resounded with the 
yells of ri^ and d^i^air, uttered »by ithe ftigiti^e war- 
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Tiors as th^ b^held the .^esteuctioa of tbeiir.iiwellings, 
and heard the agonizing cries of their wives aad off- 
${»:ing. "The buming of the wigwams," says a con- 
temporary writer, "the shrieks and cries of the women 
and chüdren, and the ydliijig^of the warriors, exhibited 
a most hoixible az^d affecting 3cene, so that it greatly 
moved some of the soldiers." The same writer cau- 
tiously adds, "they were in much dQubtÜxeHj and after- 
wards seriously enquired, whether buming their enemies 
alive could be consistent with i^iupianity, and the bene- 
volent principles of the Grospel." * 

The fete of the brnve and generous Canonchet is 
wcMTthy of particiliar mention: the last scene of his life 
is one of the noblest instaaces on reqprd of Indian 
magnanimity. 

Broken down in his power and resources by this 
i^nal defeat, yet faithful to his ally and to the hapless 
cause which he had espou^ed» he rejected aU overtures 
of peace, offered on condition of betraying Philip and 
his ibllowers, and declared that "he would fight it out 
to the last man rather than become a servant to the 
Englidi." His home being destroyed; his country 
harassed and laid waste by the inoursions of the ccm- 
querqrs; he was obliged to wander away to the banks 
of the Connecticut; whcre he formed a r^ying point 
to the whole body ^f westem Indians, and laid waste 
several of the English Settlements. 

Eady in the spring he departed on a baz^rdous 
expedition, with only thirty »c^osen men, to penetrate 
to Seaconk, in the vidnity of Mount Hope, and pro- 
cure seed*com to plant for the ^ustenance of his troops. 
This little band c^ adventoc^s had passed safely through 
* MS. of the Rev* W, Rugg^es. 
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the Pequod coimtry, and were in the centre of tte 
Narrhaganset, resting at some wigwams near Pautucket 
river, when an alarm was given of an approaching 
enemy. Having but seven men by him at the time, 
Canonchet despatched two of them to the top of a 
neighbouring hill, to bring intelligence of the foe. 

Panic-struck by the appearance of a troop of English 
and Indians rapidly advancing, they fled in breatMess 
terror past their chieftain, without stopping to inform 
him of the danger. Canonchet sent another scout who 
did the same. He then sent two more, one of whom, 
hunying back in confusion and affinght, told him that 
the whole British army was at band. Canonchet saw 
there was no choice but immediate flight He at- 
tempted to escape round the hill, but was perceived 
and hotly pursued by the hostile Lidians and a few of 
the fleetest of the English. Finding the swiftest pursuer 
close upon his heels, he threw ofl^ first his blanket, 
then his silver-laced coat and belt of peag, by which 
his enemies knew him to be Canonchet, and redoubled 
the eagemess of pursuit. 

At length, in dashing through the river, his foot 
slipped upon a stone, and he feil so deep as to wet his 
gun. This accident so Struck him with despair, that, 
as he afterwards confessed, ^his heart and his bowels 
tumed within him, and he became like a rotten stick, 
void of strength." 

To such a degree was he unnerved, that, being 
seized by a Pequod Indian within a short distance of 
the river, he made no resistance, though a man of great 
vigour of body and boldness of heart But on being 
made prisoner the whole pride of his spirit arose within 
bim; and firom that moment, we find, in the anecdotes 



dby Google 



PEDLIP OF POKANOKET. 357 

given by bis enemieSy nothing but repeated flashes of 
elevated and prince-like heroism. Being questioned by 
one of the English who first came up with bim, and 
wbobad not attained bis twenty-second year, tbe proud- 
bearted warrior, looking witb lofty contempt upon bis 
youtbful countenance, replied, "You are a cbild — you 
cannot understand matters of war — ^let your brother or 
your cbief come — ^bim will I answer/' 

Tbougb repeated offers were made to bim of bis 
life, on condition of submitting witb bis nation to tbe 
Englisb, yet be rejected tbem witb disdain, and refused 
to send any proposals of tbe kind to tbe great body of 
bis subjects; saying, tbat be knew none of tbem would 
comply. Being reproacbed witb bis breacb of faitb 
towards tbe whites; bis boast tbat be would not deliver 
up a Wampanoag, nor tbe paring of a Wampanoag's 
nail; and bis tbreat tbat be woiüd bum tbe Englisb 
alive in tbeir bouses; be disdained to justify bimself, 
baugbtily answering tbat otbers were as forward for 
tbe war as bimself, "and be desired to bear no more 
tbereof.'* 

So noble and unsbaken a spirit, so true a fidelity 
to bis cause and bis friend, migbt bave toucbed tbe 
feelings of tbe generous and tbe brave: but Canoncbet 
was an Indian; a being towards wbom war bad no 
courtesy, bumanity no law, religion no compassion — be 
was condemned to die. Tbe last words of bis tbat are 
recorded are wortby tbe greatness of bis souL Wben 
sentence of deatb was passed upon bim, be observed 
"tbat be liked it well, tör be sbould die before bis 
beart was soft, or be bad spoken an)rtbing unwortby of 
bimself." His enemies gave bim tbe deatb of a soldier, 
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for he was shot at Stötiington, by three yoting Sachems 
of his own rank. 

The defeat at the Narrhaganset fortress, and the 
death of Canonchet, were fatal blows to the fcMrttines 
of King Philip. He made an ineffectual attempt to 
raise a head of war, by stining up the Mohawks to 
take arms: but though possessed of the native talents 
of a statesman, his arts were counteracted by the superior 
arts of his enlightened enemies, and the terror of their 
warlike skill began to subdue the resolirtion of the 
neighbcmnng tribes. The unfortunate chieftain saw 
himself daily stripped of power, and his ranks rapidly 
thinning around him. Some were subomed by the 
whites; others feil victims to hunger and fatigue, and 
to th<s frequent attacks by which they were harassed. 
His Stores were all captured; his chosen Mends were 
swept away from before his eyes; his unde was shot 
down by his side; his sister was carried into captivily; 
and in one of his narrow escapes he was compelled to 
leave his beloved wife and only son to the mercy of 
the enemy. "His min," says the historian, "being thus 
gradually carried on, his misery was not prevented, 
but augmented thereby: being himself made acquainted 
with the sense and experimental feeling of the captivity 
of his children, loss of friends, slaughter of his subjects, 
bereavement of all family relations, and being stripped 
of all outward comforts, before his own life slK>uld be 
taken away." 

To fül up the measure of his misfortunes, his own 
foUowers began to plot against his life, that by sacri- 
ficing him they might purchase dishonourable safety. 
Through treachery a number of his faithful adherents, 
the subjects of Wetamoe, an Indian princess of Po- 
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casset, a near kjjoswomaii and coofedeorate of, Philip, 
were bel^rayed: into the hauds of the eneoiy. Wet^onoe 
was ammg them at the timet and atteii^ted to make 
her escape by crossing a neighbouring river; eilher ex- 
hausted hj swimmingy <^ sl«rved with'cold and hnnger, 
she was found dead and naked neac tbe wßitr suk. 
But persecution ceased not at tbe graw. Even death, 
the refiige of the wxetcbed, where the wicked com- 
monly cease &oni txoul^g« was no protection to this 
outcast female, whose gi^t crime wa3 affecüonate 
fiddüy to ha: kissnan and her äiend Her oorpse 
was the object of unmaöly and dastacdJy vcogeance; 
the head was serered from äie body and set upon a 
pole, and was thus exposed at Taunton, to the view of 
her capttve subjecteu They immediately recognised 
the featorea of thßir unÜMtimate queen, and were so 
affiected at tihis bairbaroua ^ectade, that we are told 
they hjpokt, toxth into the» "most horrid and di^^bolkal 
lamentationB.'' 

However FhiUp had bome np. ^^^ainst the com- 
plicated miseries and nusfcai:iines thftt snnound^d him, 
the treachery of . hüs Mowo» seemed to wring bis 
heart, and ledttce lum to de^pondency, It i& said that 
"he n/ever rejoiced afterwardß, nor had success in any 
of bis designs." The spring of hope was broken — ^the 
ardour of enterprise was extingui^bed — he looked 
around, and all was danger and darkness; there was 
no eye to pi^i nor any arm that could Imag deliver- 
ance. Wiäi a scanty band c^ followers, whp^ stäl re- 
mained tnie to bis desperate fortunes, the unhai^ 
Philip wandeared back to the vicinity of Mount Hope, 
the andent dwelling of bis &thers. Here be lurked 
aboat like a spectrei among the desolated sc^es of 
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former power and prosperity, now bereft of home, of 
family, and friend. There needs no better picture of 
his destitute and piteous Situation, than that fumished 
by the homely pen of the chronider, who is unwarily 
enlisting the feelings of the reader in favour of the 
hapless wanior whom he reviles. **Philip/* he says, 
"like a savage wild beast, having been hunted by tibie 
English forces through the woods, above a hundred 
miles backward and forward^ at last was driven to his 
own den upon Mount Hope, where he retired, with a 
few of his best friends, into a swamp, vrbich. proved 
but a prisön to keep him fast tili the messengers of 
death came by divine permission to execute vengeanoe 
upon him.'* 

Even in tbis last refiige of desperation and despair, 
a sullen grandeur gathers round his memoiy. We 
picture him to ourselves seated among his care-wom 
followers, brooding in silence over his blasted fortunes, 
and acquiring a savage sublimity firom the wildness 
and dreariness of his lurking-plaoe. Defeated, but not 
dismayed— -crushed to the earth, bat not humiliated — 
he seemed to grow more haughly beneath disaster, 
and to experience a fierce satisfaction in draining the 
last dregs of bittemess. Little minds are tamed and 
subdued by misfortune; but great minds rise above it. 
The very idea of Submission awakened the fuiy of 
Philip, and he smote to death one of his foUowers, 
who proposed an expedient of peace. The brother of 
the victim made his escape, and in revenge betrayed 
the retreat of his chieftain. A body of white men and 
Indians were immediately despatdhed to the swamp 
where Philip lay crouched, glanng with fuiy and 
despair. Before he was aware of their approadi they 
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&ad begun to Surround him. In a liitle while he saw 
ßYQ of bis trustiest foUowers laid dead at his feet; 
all resistance was vain ; he rushed forth fix)m his covert, 
and made a headlong attempt at escape, but was shot 
through the heart by a renegado Indian of his own 
nadon. 

Such is the scanty stoiy of the brave but unfor- 
tunate King Philip; persecuted while living, slandered 
and dishonoured when dead. If, however, we ccmsider 
even the prejudiced anecdotes fumished us by his 
enemies, we may perceive in them traces of an amiable 
and lo% character sufficient to awaken sympathy for 
his fate, and respect for his memory. We find that, 
amidst all the harassing cares and ferodous passions 
of constant warfare, he was alive to the softer feelings 
of connubial love and patemal tendemess, and to the 
generous sentiment of firiendship. The captivity of 
bis "beloved wife and only son" are mentioned with 
exultation as causing him poignant misery: the death 
of any near firiend is triumphantly recorded as a new 
blow on his sensibilities; but the treacheiy and deser- 
tion of many of his foUowers, in whose affections he 
had confided, is said to have desolated his heart, and 
to have bereaved him of all further comfort He was 
a patriot attached to his native soil — a prince true to 
his subjects, and indignant of their wrongs — a soldier 
daring in battle, firm in adversity, patient of fatigue, 
of hunger, of every variety of bodily suflfering, and 
ready to perish in the cause he had espoused. Proud 
of heart, and with an untameable love of natural 
liberty, he preferred to enjoy it among the beasts of 
the forests, or in the dismal and famished recesses of 
swamps and morasses, rather than bow his haughty 
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spirit to submissioD^ aoid live dqpeiidaat and« desptted 
in the ease and luxuiy of the seäements« With heroic 
qualities and bold achievements that wacHd haye graced 
a civüized warrior, and have rendered hiin the theme 
of the poet and the historian, he lived a wanderec and 
a fiigitive in his native land, and went down, like a 
l<mely baik foundering amid darkness and tan|>est — 
without a pit3dng eye to weep his fail^ or a frie&dljr 
hand to lecoid Ins struggle. 
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**Aii <dd saagt mads bj aa agtd <dd p«le^ 
Of an old worsMpM goxdeman who had a great estate» 
That kept a brave old hoose at a bonntiful rate, 
And an old porter to relieye the poor at bis gate. 

Witb an old study fill'd fiill of leamed old books, 
With an old reverend chaplain, 70a might know bim tf bis looks, 
Witb an old bttttery-batch wom quite off tbe books» 
And an old kkcben tbat mainftain'd baK«-doeen old oooks. 

like an old coortier," &a 

These is no spedes of hmnour in vfbidi the English 
m6re excel, than that which ocmsists in cariGatiiring 
and giving ludicrons appellations, or nicknames. la 
this way Üiey have wbiittsically designated not merdy 
individuals, but nations; and, in Üieir.fondiiess Ibr 
pushing a joke, they have not q>ared even themsebres. 
One would think that, in personifjing itself, a nation 
wonld be apt to picture something grand, heroicy and 
imposing; but it is characteristic of ti^e pecoliar huaioiir 
of the English, and of their love for idiak is blunt, 
comie, and familiär, that they have embodied their 
national oddities in the fignre of a stardy, corpalent 
old fellow, wiüi a three-comeied hat, red waistcoaty 
leather breeches, and stout oaken cudgeL Thus they 
have taken a singular delight in exhibiting their most 
private foibles in a laughable point of view; and have 
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been so successM in their delineations, that there is 
scarcely a being in actual existence more absolutely 
present to the public mind, than that eccentric per- 
sonage, John BiüL 

Perhaps the continual contemplation of the cha- 
racter thus drawn of them has contributed to fix it 
upon the nation; and has thus given realily to what at 
first may have been painted in a great measure fix>m 
the imagination. Men are apt to acquire peculiarities 
that are continually ascribed to them. The common 
Orders of English seem wonderfuUy captivated with 
the deau idial which they have formed of John Bull, 
and endeavour to act up to the broad caricature that 
is perpetually before their eyes. Unluckily, they some- 
times make their boasted BuU-ism an apology for their 
prejudice or grossness; and this I have espedally 
noticed among those truly home-bred and genuine sons 
of the soil who have never migrated beyond the soimd 
of Bow-bells. If one of these should be a little im- 
couth in Speech, and apt to utter impertinent truths, 
he confesses that he is a real John Bull, and always 
speaks his mind« If he now and then flies into an im- 
reasonable burst of passion about trüles, he observes 
that John Bull is a choleric old blade, but then his 
passion is over in a moment, and he bears no malice. 
If he betrays a coarseness of taste, and an insensibility 
to foreign refinements, he thanks Heaven for his 
ignorance — ^he is a piain John Bull, and has no relish 
for fiippeiy and knick-knacks. His very proneness to 
be guUed by strangers, and to pay extravagantly for 
absurdities, is excused under the plea of munificence 
— for John is always more generous than wise. 

Thus, under the name of John Bull, he will con- 
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trive to argue every fault into a merit, and will frankljr 
convict himself of being the honestest fellow in ex- 
istence. 

However little, therefore, the character may have 
suited in the first instance, it has gradually adapted 
itself to the nation, or rather they have adapted them- 
sdves to each other; and a stranger, who wishes to 
study English peculiaritieSy may gather much valuable 
information from the innumerable portraits of John 
Bull, as exhibited in the Windows of the caricature- 
shops. Still, however, he is one of those fertile 
humorists, that are continually throwing out new traits, 
and presenting different aspects from different points 
of view; and, often as he has been described, I cannot 
resist the temptation to give a slight sketch of him, 
such as he has met my eye. 

John Bull, to all appearance, is a piain downright 
matter-of-fact fellow, with much less of poetry about 
him than rieh prose. There is littie of romance in his 
nature, but a vast deal of strong natural feeling. He 
excels in humour more than in wit; is joUy rather than 
gay; melancholy rather than morose; can easily be 
moved to a sudden tear, or surprised into a broad 
laugh; but he loathes sentiment, and has no tum for 
light pleasantry. He is a boon companion, if you al- 
low him to have his humour, and to talk about him- 
self; and he will stand by a friend in a quarrel, with 
life and purse, however soundly he may be cudgelled. 

In this last respect, to teil the truth, he has a pro- 
pensity to be somewhat too ready. He is a busy- 
minded personage, who thinks not merely for himsdf 
and family, but for all the country round, and is most 
generously disposed. to be eveiybody's Champion. I^e 



dby Google 



366 ^cm( BULL. 

is ^»litmttally vduntea^g bis Services to setüe Ms 
neighbotirs' affairs, and takes it in great dndgecm if 
they engage in any matter of consequence witihout 
asking his advice; though he säklom «engages in any 
Mendly Office of the kind widwMit finishing by getting 
into a squabble ^th all parties, aod ithen railing bit- 
terly at tbeir ingratitude. OHe unkiddly took lessons 
in bis youth in the ncMe scienceof d^ence; and hav- 
ing acGomplished himsdf m the use of his limbs and 
bis weapons, and become a perfect master at boxing 
and cudgel-play, he has boda tronblesome life of it 
ever since. He camiot bear of a qiaarrel between the 
most distant of his neighbours, buthe begins incoii- 
tinently to fumble with the ^ge of his cudgel, and 
consider whether bis interest or honour does not re- 
quire that he should med^e in the broil. Indeed he 
has extended his relationsof pride and.poUcy so com- 
pletely over the whole country, that no evcnt can take 
place, without infiringing some of his finely-spun rights 
and dignities. Couched in his httk domain, with these 
fUaments stretching forth in every direotion, he is like 
son» choleric, botfele*bellied old spida*, who has woven 
his web over a wfade Chamber, so that a fly cannot 
buzz, nor a brecze blow, without startKng hfe repose, 
and causing him.to sally forth wrathfiilly from his den. 
Though really a good4ieaited, good-tempered old 
fellow at bottom, yct he is singularly fond of being in 
the midst of contei^on. It is (me of his pecoUaiities, 
however, that he only relishes the b^^ning of an 
affray: he always goes into a fight with alacrity, but 
comes out of it grumbling even when victorious; aad 
though no one fights with more obstinacy to carry a 
contested point, yet when the battle is over, and he 



dby Google 



JOHN BULL. ^67 

comes lo the reoondUatioQy he is so mucb tdcea «p 
with the mere shaking of hands, that he is apt to Idt 
his antagcmist pocket all they have been quanelUng 
aboat It is not, therefore, ^hting that he ought.BO 
mndi to be on his guard against, as making fiiends. 
It is difficult to cadgel him out of a farthiiig; but fmt 
him in a good humour, and you may bargain h^ «ot 
of all the money in his pocket He is like one ofyias 
own sihips, -wlndi will weather the rougheststofm «m- 
ii^ured, but roll its masts overfooard in the sncceeding 
caloL 

He is a little ibnd of piscyrng the m^^nifiooiafaroad; 
of pulUng out a long porse; fiin^ng his mon^ bniTdy 
about at boxing matdies, horse races, cock fig^rts, and 
canying a high head amcmg ''genüemen of the fciacy;" 
Imt immediately after one of these fits of extrava^moe, 
he will be taken with viol^it qualms of economy; ^üop 
Short at tjie most trivial expenditure; talk despemtely 
of being ruined and brought upon the parish; and, in 
such moods, will not pay the smallest tradesman's bill, 
without violent altercation. He is, in fisurt, the most 
punctual and discontented paymaster in the world; 
drawing his coin out of his b^ches pocket with in- 
&iite reluctance; paying to the uttermost üartiiing, bat 
acconipan3dng every guioea with a growL 

With all his talk of economy, bowever, he is a 
bountifiil provider, and a hospitaUe housekeepa:. His 
economy is of a whimsical kind, its chief object being 
to derise how he may afibrd to be extravagant; for he 
will begrudge himself a heefytesk and a pint of port 
one day, that he may roast an ox whole, broach a hogs- 
head of ale, and treat all his neighbocirs on the next 

His domestic establishment is enormously expea- 
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sive: not so much from any great outward parade, as 
from the great consumption of solid beef and pudding; 
the vast number of foUowers he feeds and dothes; 
and bis Singular disposition to pay hugely for small 
Services. He is a most kind and indulgent master; 
and, provided bis servants bumour bis peculiarities, 
flatter bis vanity a little now and tben, and do not 
peculate grossly on bim before bis face, tbey may 
manage bim to perfection, Everytbing that lives on 
bim seems to tbrive and grow fat His bouse-servants 
are well paid, and pampered, and bave little to do. 
His borses are sleek and lazy, and prance slowly before 
bis state-carriage; and bis bouse-dogs sleep quieüy about 
tbe door, and will bardly bark at a bouse-breaker. 

His family mansion is an old castellated manor- 
bouse, grey witb age, and of a most venerable tbougb 
weatber-beaten appearance. It bas been built upon no 
regulär plan, but is a vast accumulation of parts, 
erected in various tastes and ages. Tbe centre bears 
evident traces of Saxon arcbitecture, and is as solid as 
ponderous stone and old Englisb oak can make it. 
Like all tbe relics of tbat style, it is füll of obscure 
passages, intricate majzes, and dusky cbambers; and 
tbougb these bave been partially ligbted up in modern 
da)rs, yet tbere are many places wbere you must still 
grope in tbe dark. Additions bave been made to tbe 
original edifice from time to time, and great alterations 
bave taken place; towers and battlements bave been 
erected during war and tumults; wings built in times 
of peace; and outbouses, lodges, and of&ces, run up 
according to tbe wbim or convenience of different 
generations, until it bas become one of tbe most spa- 
dousy rambling tenements imaginable« An entire wing 



dby Google 



JOHN BULL. 369 

is taken ttp with the family chapel; a reFerend pile, 
that must oince have been exceedingly sompttious, and, 
iztdeed, in spite of having been altered and simpUfied 
at various periods, has still a look of solemn religious 
pomp. Its walls within are stored with the monuments 
of John's ancestors; and it is snngly fitted np with soft 
cushions and weU-lined chairs, where such of bis £amily 
as are indined to church Services may doze comfort- 
ably in the disdiarge of their duties. 

To keep up this chapel has cost John much money; 
but he is staunch in bis religion, and piqued in bis 
zeal, from Üie drcumstance that many dissenting 
chapels have been erected in bis vicinity, and several 
of bis neighbours, with whom he has had quarrels, are 
strong papists. 

To do the duties of the cbapel he maintains, at a 
large expense, a pious and portly family chaplain. He 
is a most leamed and decorous personage, and a truly 
well-bred Christian, who always backs the oLd gentle- 
man in bis opinions, winks discreetly at bis littie pec- 
cadilloes, rebukes the children whea refractory, and is 
of great use in exhorting the tenants to read their 
Bibles, say their prayers, and, above all, to pay their 
rents punctually, and without grumbling. 

The family apartments are in a very antiquated 
taste, somewhat heavy, and often inconvenient, but füll 
of the solemn magnificence of former times; fitted up 
with rieh, though faded, tapestry, unwieldy fumiture, 
and loads of massy gorgeous <dd platc. The vast fire* 
places, ample kitdiens, extensive cdlars, and sumptu- 
ous banqueting halls, all speak of the roaring bospi- 
tality of days of yore, of which the modern festivity at 
the manor-house is but a shadow. There are^ howeveri 
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complete saites of rooms apparenüy deserted and time^ 
wom; and towers and turrets that are tottenng to 
decay; so that in high winds there is danger of tiiieir 
tumbling about the ears of the household. 

John has frequenüy been advised to have the old 
ediiice thoroughly overhauled; and to haye some of 
the usdess parts pulled down, and the othars strength- 
ened with their materials; but the old gentleman 
always grows testy on this subject He swears the honse 
is an excellent house — that it is tight and weather- 
proo^ and not to be shaken by tempests — ^that it has 
stood for several hundred years» and therefore it is not 
likely to tumble down now — ^that as to its being incon- 
venient, his family is accustomed to the inconveniences, 
and would not be comfortable without them — ^that as 
to its unwieldy size and irregulär construction, these 
result from its being the growth of centuries, and being 
improved by the wisdom of every generation — ^that an 
old family like his requires a large house to dwell in; 
new upstart families may live in modern cottages and 
snug boxes; but an old English family should inhabit 
an old English manor-house. If you point out any part 
of the building as superfluous, he insists that it is ma- 
terial to the strength or decoration of the rest, and the 
harmony of the whole; and swears that the parts are 
so built into each other, that if you pull down one, 
you run the risk of having the whole about your ears. 

The secret of the matter is, that John has a great 
disposition to protect and patronize. He thinks it in- 
dispensable to the dignity of an andent and honour- 
able family, to be bounteous in its appointments, and 
to be eaten up by dependants; and so, partly from 
pride, and partly from kind-heartedness, he makes it 
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a role always to give shelter and maintoiance to liis 
saperannuated scrvants. 

The consequence is, that, like many other venerable 
family establishments, his manor is encumbered by old 
retainers whom he cannot tum off, and old style which 
he cannot lay down. His mansion is like a great hos- 
pital of invaHds, and^ with all its magnitude, is not a 
whit too large for its inhabitants. Not a nook or 
comer but is of use in housing some useless personage. 
Groups of Veteran beef-eaters, gouty pensioners, and 
retired heroes of the buttery and the larder, are seen 
lolling about its walls, crawling over its lawns, dozing 
under its trees, or sunning themselves upon the benches 
at its doors. Every office and out-house is gairisoned 
by these supemumeraries and their familias; for they 
are amazingly prolüic, and when they die ofif, are sure 
to leave John a legaqr of hungry mouths to be pro- 
vided for. A mattock cannot be Struck against the 
most mouldering tumble-down tower, but out pops, 
from some cranny or loop-hole, the grey pate of some 
superannuated hanger-on, who has lived at John's ex- 
pense all his life, and makes the most grievous outcry, 
at their pulling down the roof from over the head of 
a wom-out servant of the family. This is an appeal 
that John's honest heart never can withstand; so that 
a man, who has faithfully eaten his beef and pudding 
all his life, is sure to be rewarded with a pipe and 
tankard in his old days. 

A great part of his park, also, is tumed into pad- 
docks, where his broken-down chargers are tumed 
loose to graze undisturbed for the remainder of their 
existence — a worthy example of grateful recollection, 
which, if some of his neighbours were to imitate, would 
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not be to tfaeir discredit. Iiideed, it is ooe of bis 
great pleasures to point out tbese old steeds to bis 
visitors, to dwell on tbeir good qualkies, extol their 
past Services, and boast, with some little vain-glory, of 
the perilous adventures and haxdy exploits, tbrougb 
wbich they bave carried bim. 

He is given, bowever, to indulge bis veneration 
fbr family us£^es and famüy encumbrances, to a 
wbimsical extent. His manor is infested by gangs of 
gipsies; yet be will not suffer tbem to be driven off, 
because they bave infested tbe place time out of mind, 
and been regulär poacbers upon every generation of 
tbe family. He will scarcely permit a dry brancb to 
be lopped from tbe great trees tbat Surround tbe 
bouse, lest it sbould molest the rooks, tbat bave bred 
there for centuries. Owls bave taken possession of 
tbe dovecote; but they are bereditary owls, and must 
not be disturbed. Swallows bave nearly choked up 
every cbimney with their nests; martins buüd in every 
frieze and comice; crows flutter about tbe towers, and 
perch on every weather-cock; and old grey-beaded rats 
may be seen in every quaxter of the bouse, running in 
and out of their boles undauntedly in broad dayligbt 
In Short, John bas such a reverence for everything 
tbat bas been long in tbe family, that be wül not beax 
even of abuses being refonned, because they are good 
old family abuses. 

All tbese whims and habits bave concurred woe- 
fuUy to drain the old gentleman's purse; and as be 
prides himself on punctuality in money matters, and 
wishes to maintain his credit in tbe neighbourbood, 
they bave caused bim great perplexity in meeting his 
engagements. This, too, bas been increased by the 
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öltercations and heart-bumings which axe continually 
taking place in bis family. His children have been 
brought up to different callings, and are of difFa^nt 
ways of thinking; and as they have always been al- 
lowed to speak their minds frecly, they do not fall to 
exercise the privilege most clamorously in the present 
posture of his afifairs. Some stand up fw the honour 
of the race, and are dear that the old establishment 
should be kept up in all its State, whatever may be 
the cost; others, who are more prudent and considerate, 
entreat the old gentleman to retrench his expenses, 
and to put his old System of housekeeping on a more 
moderate footing. He has indeed, at times, seemed 
inclined to listen to their opinions, but their whole- 
some advice has been completely defeated by the ob- 
streperous conduct of one of his sons. This is a noisy 
rattle-pated fellow of rather low habits, who neglects 
his business to frequent alehouses — ^is the orator of 
village clubs, and a complete oracle among the poorest 
of his father's tenants. No sooncr does he hear any 
of his brothers mention reform or retrenchment, than 
up he Jumps, takes the wcards out of their mouths, and 
roars out for an overtum. When his tongue is once 
going, nothing can stop it He rants about the room; 
hectors the old man about Ms spendthrift practices; 
ridicules his tastes and pursuits; insists that he shall 
tum the old servants out of doors, give Ihe broken- 
down horses to the hounds, send Üie fat chaplain 
packing, and take a field-preacher in his place— nay, 
that the whole fatnily mansion shall be levelled with 
the ground, and a piain one of brick and mortar built 
in its place. He rails at every social entertainment 
and famüy festiyity, and skulks away growling to the 
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alehouse whenever an equipage drives up to the door, 
Though constantly complaining of the emptiness of bis 
purse, yet he scruples not to spend all his pocket- 
money in these tavem convocations, and even runs up 
scores for the liquor over which he preaches about 
his father's extravagance. 

It may readily be imagined how little such thwart- 
ing agrees with the old cavalier's fiery temperament 
He has become so irritable, from repeated crossings, 
that the mere mention of retrenchment or reform is a 
Signal for a brawl between him and the tavem orade. 
As the latter is too sturdy and refractory for patemal 
discipline, having grown out of all fear of the cudgel, 
they have frequent scenes of wordy warfare, which at 
times mn so high, that John is fain to call in the aid 
of his son Tom, an officer who has served abroad, but 
is at present living at home on half-pay. This last is 
sure to stand by the old gentleman, right or wrong; 
likes nothing so much as a racketing, roystering life; 
and is ready, at a wink or nod, to out with his sabre, 
and flourish it over the orator's head, if he dares to 
array himself against patemal authority. 

These family dissensions, as usual, have got abroad, 
and are rare food for scandal in Jfohn's neighbour- 
hood. People begin to look wise, and shake their 
heads, whenever his affairs are mentioned. They all 
"hope that matters are not so bad with him as re- 
presented; but when a man's own children begin to rail 
at his extravagance, things must be badly managed. 
They understand he is mortgaged ov&c head and ears, 
and is continually dabbling with money-lenders. He 
is certainly an open-handed old gentleman, but they 
fear he has lived too fast; indeed, they never knew 
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any good come of this fondness for hunting, radng, 
revelling, and prize-fighting. In short, Mr. Bull's estate 
is a veiy fine one, and has been in the family a long 
while; but for all that, they have known many finer 
estates come to the hammer/' 

What is worst of all, is the effect which these 
pecuniary embairassments and domestic feuds have 
had on the poor man himself. Instead of that jolly 
round corporation, and smug rosy face, which he used 
to present, he has of late become as shrivelled and 
shrunk as a firost-bitten apple. His scarlet gold-laced 
waistcoat, which bellied out so bravdy in those pro- 
sperous däjrs when he sailed before the wind, now 
hangs loosely about him like a mainsail in a calm. 
His leather breeches are all in folds and wrinkles, and 
apparently have much ado to hold up the boots that 
yawn on both sides of his once sturdy legs. 

Instead of strutting äbout as formerly, with his 
three-comered hat on one side; flourishing his cudgel, 
and bringing it down every moment with a hearty 
thimip upon the ground; looking every one sturdily in 
the face, and trolling out a stave of a catch or a dnnk- 
ing song; he now goes about whistling thoughtfiilly to 
himself, with his head drooping down, his cudgd tucked 
under his arm, and his hands thrust to the bottom of 
his breeches' pockets, which are evidently empty. 

Such is the plight of honest John Bull, at present; 
yet for all this Üie old fellow's spirit is as tall and as 
gallant as ever. If you drop the least expression of 
S3nnpathy or concem, he takes fire in an instant; swears 
that he is the riebest and stoutest fellow in the coun- 
try; talks of la3ring out large sums to adom his house 
or to buy another estate; and with a valiant swagger 
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and grasping of his cudgel, longs exceedbgly to have 
anothöT bout at quarter-staff 

Though there may be something rather whimsical 
in all tlus, yet I confess I cannot look upcm John's 
Situation without strong feelings of interest With all 
his odd humours, and obstinate prejudices, he is a 
st«:Kn^hearted old blade. He may not be so wonder- 
fully fine a fellow as he thinks himself, but he is at 
least twice 33 good as his neighbovirs represent him. 
His virtues are all his own; all piain, home-bred, and 
imalföcted. His very faults smadc of the raciness of 
his good qualities. His extravagance savours of his 
g^ierosity; his quarrelsomeness of his courage; his cre- 
dulity of his (^n faitii; his vanity of his pride; and 
his bluntness of his sincerity. They are all the redun- 
dancies of a rieh and liberal character. He is like his 
own oak; rough without, but sound and solid within; 
whose bark abounds with excresoences in proportion 
to the growth and grandeur of the timber, and whose 
branch^ make a fearfiil groaning and murmuring in 
the least stonn, from their veiy magnitude and luxuii- 
ance. There is something, too, in the appearance of 
his old ^unily mansion that is extremely poetical and 
picturesque, and, as long as it can be rendered comr 
fortably habitable, I ^ould almost tremble to see it 
meddled with, during the present conflict of tastes and 
opinions. Some of his advisers are no doubt good 
arduteots, that might be of service; but maaiy, I fear, 
are mere levellers, who, when ihey had once got to 
work with their mattocks on the venerable edifioe, 
would never stop until they had brought it to the 
^oundf aad perhaps buried themselves among the 
ruins. All tkat I wish is^ that Jrfm's present troubles 
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may teach him more prudence in ftrtare. That he 
may cease to distress bis mind about other people's 
afifairs; that he may give up the fniitless attempt to 
promote the good of lus neighbours and the peace and 
happiness of the world hy dint of the cudgel; that he 
may remain quietly at home; graduaHy get his house 
into repair; cultivate his ridi estate according to his 
fancy; husband his income — if he thinks proper; bring 
his imruly children into order — ^if he can; renew the 
jovial scenes of ancient proq)erity; and long enjoy, on 
his patemal lands, a green, an honourable» and a merry 
old age. 
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''May no wolfe howle; no screech owle für 
A wing about thy s^mlchre! 
No boysterous mods or stormes come hither, 

To starve or wither 
Thy soft sweet earth! but like a spring, 
Love keep it ever flourishing. " 

Herrick. 

In the course of an excursion through one of the 
remote counties of England, I had strudk into one of 
those cross roads that lead through the more seduded 
parts of the country, and stopped one aftemoon at a 
village, the Situation of which was beautifully rural and 
retired. There was an air of primitive simplicity about 
its inhabitants, not to be found in the villages which 
lie on the great coach roads. I determined to pass 
the night there; and having taken an early dinner, 
strolled out to enjoy the neighbouring scenery. 

My ramble, as is usually the case with travellers, 
soon led me to the church, which stood at a littie dis- 
tance fix>m the village. Lideed, it was an object of 
some curiosity, its old tower being completely overrun 
with ivy, so that only here and there a jutting buttress, 
an angle of grey wall, or a fantastically carved Orna- 
ment, peered through the verdant covering. It was a 
lovely evening. The early part of the day had been 
dark and showery, but in the aftemoon it had deared 
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tip; and though suUen douds still hung over-head, yet 
there was a broad tract of golden sky in the west, 
from which the setting sun gleamed through the drip- 
ping leaves, and lit up all nature into a melancholy 
smile. It seemed like the parting hour of a good 
Christian, smiling on the sins and sorrows of the world, 
and giving, in the serenity of his dedine, an assurance g 
that he wül rise again in glory. 

I had seated myself on a half-sunken tombstone, 
and was musing, as one is apt to do at this sober- 
thoughted hour, on past scenes and early Mends — on 
those who were distant and those who were dead — and 
indulging in that kind of melandioly fancying, which 
has in it something sweeter even than pleasure. Eveiy 
now and then the stroke of a bell from the neighbour- 
ing tower feil on my ear; its tones were in unison with 
the scene, and, instead of jarring diimed in with my 
feelings; and it was some time before I recollected, 
that it must be tolling the knell of some new tenant of 
the tomb. 

Presently I saw a funeral train moving across the 
village green; it woimd slowly along a lane; was lost, 
and re-appeared through the breaks of the hedges, 
tmtil it passed the place where I was sitting. The pall 
was supported by young girls, dressed in white; and 
another, about the age of seventeen, walked before, 
beaxing a chaplet of white flowers; a token that the 
deceased was a young and immarried female. The 
corpse was followed by the parents. They were a 
venerable couple of the better order of peasantry. The 
father seemed to repress his feelings; but his fixed 
eye, contracted brow, and deeply furrowed face, showed 
the struggle that was passing within. His wife hung 
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on his arm, and wept alottd with Üie oonvuhive bürste 
of a mother*s sorrow. 

I followed the funeral into the church. The bier 
was plaoed in the centre aisle, and the chaplet of 
white flowers, with a pair of white gloves, were hung 
over the seat which the deceased had oocupied. 
^ Evtry one knows the soul-subduing pathos of the 
funeral service; for who is so fcxrtunate as never to 
have followed some one he has loved to the tomb? 
but when performed over the remains of innocence 
and beauty, thus laid low in the bloom of existence — 
what can be more affecting? At that simple» but most 
solemn consignment of the body to the grave — ^**Earth 
to earth — ashes to ashes — dust to dust!" — ^the tears of 
the youthful companions of the deceased flowed imre- 
strained. The father still seemed to struggle with his 
feelings, and to comfc»! himself with the assurancei 
that Üie dead are blessed which die in the Lord; but 
the mother only thought of her child as a iGbwer of 
the field cut down and withered in the midst of its 
sweetness: she was like Rachel » "mouming over her 
children, and would not be comforted." 

On retuming to the inn, I leamt the whole story 
of the deceased. It was a simple one, and such as 
has often been told. She had been the beauty and 
pride of the village. Her father had once been an 
c^ulent farmer, but was reduced in drcumstances. 
This was an ooly child, and brought up entirely at 
home, in the simplicity of rural life. She had been 
the pupil of the village pastor, the favourite lamb of 
his litüe flock. The good man watched over her edu- 
cation with patemal care: it was limited, aiid suitable 
to the sphere in wMch she was to move; for he CMÜy 
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sougbt to make her am omament to her Station in life, 
öot to raise l^r above it. The tendemess and indul- 
gence of her parents, and the exemption from all ordi- 
nary occupations, had fostered a natural grace and 
delicacy of character, that accorded with the fragile 
loveliness of her form. She appeared like some tender 
plant of the garden, blooming accidentally amid the 
hardicr natives of the fields. 

The superiority of her charms was feit and acknow- 
ledged by her companions, but without envy; for it 
was surpassed by the unassuming gentleness and win- 
ning kindness of her manners» It might be truly said 
of her, — 

**This is the prettiest low-bom lass, that ever 
Ran on the greensward : nothing she does or seems, 
Bat smacks of something greater than herseif; 
Too noble for this place.'* 

The village was one of those sequestered spots which 
still retain some vcstiges of old English customs. It 
had its rural festiyals and holiday pastimes, and still 
kept up some faint obsarvance of the once populär 
rites of May. These, indeed, had been promoted by 
its present pastor; who was a lover of old customs, 
and one of those sin^le Christians that think their mis- 
sion fulfilled by promoting joy on earth and good-will 
among mankind. Under his auspices the May-pole 
stood from year to year in the centre of the village 
green: on May-day it was decorated with garlands and 
streamers; and a queen or lady of the May was ap- 
pointed, as in former times, to preside at the Sports, 
and distribute the prizes and rewards. The picturesque 
Situation of the village, and the fancifalness of its 
rustic flHes, would often attract the notice of casual 
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visitors. Among these, on one May-day, was a young 
officer, whose regiment had been recentiy quartered in 
the neighbourhood. He was charmed with the native 
taste that pervaded this village pageant; but, above all, 
with the dawning loveliness of the queen of May. It 
was the village favourite, who was crowned with flowers, 
and blushing and smiling in all the beautiful confusion 
of girlish diffidence and delight The artlessness of 
rural habits enabled him readily to make her acquaint- 
aace: he gradually won his way into h&c intimacy; and 
paid his court to her in that unthinking way in which 
young officers are too apt to trifle with rustic sim- 
plidty. 

liiere was nothing in his advances to startle or 
alarm. He never even talked of love; but there are 
modes of making it more eloquent than language, and 
which convey it subtilely and irresistibly to the heart 
The beam of the eye, the tone of voice, the thousand 
tendemesses which emanate from every word, and look, 
and action — these form the true eloquence of love, 
and can always be feit and understood, but never de- 
scribed. Can we wonder that they should readily win 
a heart, young, guileless, and susceptible? As to her, 
she loved almost unconsdously; she scarcely inquired 
what was the growing passion that was absorbing every 
thought and feeling, or what were to be its conse- 
quences. She, indeed, looked not to the future. When 
present, his looks and words occupied her whole atten- 
tion; when absent, she thought but of what had passed 
at their recent interview. She would wander with him 
through the green lanes and rural scenes of the vidn- 
ity. He taught her to see new beauties in nature; he 
tdked in the language of polite and cultivated life, 
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and breathed into her ear the witcheries of romance 
and poetry. 

Perhaps there could not have been a passion, be- 
tween the sexes, more pure than this innocent girrs. 
The gallant figure of her youthful admirer, and the 
splendour of bis militaiy attire, might at first have 
charmed her eye; but it was not these that had capti- 
vated her heart Her attachment had something in it 
of idolatry. She looked up to him as to a being of a 
superior Order. She feit in his society the enthusiasm 
of a mind naturally delicate and poetical, and now first 
awakened to a keen perception of the beautiful and 
grand. Of the sordid distinction of rank and fortune, 
die thought nothing; it was the difference of intellect, 
of demeanour, of manners, from those of the rustic 
society to whidi she had been accustomed, that elevated 
him in her opinion. She would listen to him with 
charmed ear and downcast look of mute delight, and 
her cheek would mantle with enthusiasm; or if ever 
she ventured a shy glance of timid admiration, it was 
as quickly withdrawn, and she would sigh and blush 
at the idea of her comparative unworthiness. 

Her lover was equally impassioned; but his passion 
was mingled with feelings of a coarser nature. He 
had begun the connexion in levity; for he had often 
heard his brother officers boast of their village con- 
quests, and thought some triumph of the kind necessary 
to his reputation as a man of spirit But he was too 
füll of youthful fervour. His heart had not yet been 
rendered suffidently cold and selfish by a wandering 
and a dissipated life: it caught fire from the flame it 
sought to kindle; and before he was aware of the nature 
9f his Situation, he became really in love. 
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What was he to do? There were the old obstades 
which so incessanüy occur in these heedless attach- 
ments. His rank in Kfe — ^the prejudices of titled con- 
nexions — his dependence upon a proud and iin3rield- 
ing father — all forbade him to think of matrinKXiy: — 
but when he looked down upon this innocent being, 
so tender and confiding, there was a purity in her 
manners, a blamelessness in her life, and a beseeching 
modesty in her looks, that awed down every licentious 
feeling. In vain did he tiy to fortify himsdf by a 
thousand heartless examples of mcn of fashion; and to 
chül the glow of generous sentiment, with that cold 
derisive levity with which he had heard them talk of 
female Tirtue: whenever he came into her presence, she 
was stül surrounded by that mysterious but impassive 
charm of virgin purity, in whose hallowed sphere no 
guihy thought can live. 

The sudden arrival of Orders for the regiment to repair 
totheContinentcompletedtheconfusionof hismind. He 
remained for a short time in a State of the most painful 
irresoluticm: he hesitated to commiunicate the Üdings^ 
until the day for marching was at hand; wt^n he gavo 
her the inteUigence in the course of an evening ramble. 

The idea of parting had never before occurred ta 
her. It broke in at once upon her dream of fdicity; 
she looked upon it as a sudden and insurmountable 
evil, and wept with the guileless simplidty of a child; 
He drew her to his bosom, and kissed the tears from 
her soft cheek; nor did he meet with a rcpulse; for 
there are moments of mingled sorrow and tendemess 
which hallow the caresses of affection. He was natur* 
ally impetuous; and the sight of beauty, apparently 
yielding in his arms; the cc^ffidence of bis power ovei? 
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her; and the dread of losmg he^ for ever; all conspired 
to overwhelm liis better föelings: — ^he ventured to pto- 
pose that she shoüld leave hör home, and be the cöm- 
pamon -df bis fortunes. 

He "^äs quite a novice öi seduction, and bhi^ed 
and falltered at bis own basefnessi btft so innocent of 
mind was bis iütended vicfdin^ tbät sbe Was at fii*st at 
a loss to comprebend bis meahing; and wby sbe sfeould 
leave ber native village, and the bumble roof <!tf ber 
parents. Wben at lait tbte näitikire of bis ptoposal flasbed 
npoa ber pure mind, tbe effect was wMiering. Sbe 
did not '^ep — ^sbe did not break f<Mb into rep^oäch 
— ^e Said not a '^ofd — ^bul sbe shrühk back agbäsfe as 
from a viper; gave bitt a look of an^isb tbät pierted 
to bis very soül; aÄd daspihg b6r bä'Adfe in agony> Öed, 
as if fofr i^ge, to ber fetber's cottage. 

The ^cter ti^ed, tonfoüfedted, bumiliated, anfd ife- 
pentlbt. It is raicertaiÄ Miat lÄigbt bave been tbe tösult 
of *M cofeflict of bis ffeebn^, bäd nm bis tboügbts been 
diverted by tbe bu^e of dfepäünre. KfeW sceiies, new 
pleastöres, aoid ne*w cotopahiotos söön dissi^ated bis 
self-reproacb, and ^iflefd Ms tendeme^s; yet, ämidst tbe 
stir of camps, tbe r^Vefriefe of garrisofts, tb6 array of 
armieis, Ähd even tbe dJn 'of baftles, bis thougbts would 
steal back to the s^Öhe of iröral quiet and villäge sim- 
plicity — ^tbe white cottage — tbe föoQ>atb along tbe silver 
hrock and üp Öi6 bawtilOTii bfedg^, and tbe iittle vil- 
läge maid loitering alöng it, leaning oa bis artä, tod 
listenittg to bim witti tey6s beaming witii imconsdous 
afifection. 

Ibte 'sbock which tbe pödr girl bftd ^tcfei^d, in tbe 
destruction Of all bter ideal ^orld, bäd indeed been 
cniel. Faintings and bysterics bad at first shaken ber 
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tender frame, and were succeeded by a settled and 
pining melancholy. She had beheld from her window the 
march of the departing troops. She had seen her faith- 
less lover bome off as if in triumph, amidst the soiind 
of drum and trumpet, and the pomp of arms. She 
strained a last aching gaze after him, as the moming 
sun glittered about his figure, and his plume waved in 
the breeze: he passed away like a bright vision from 
her sight, and left her all in darkness. 

It would be trite to dwell on the particulars of her 
after-story. It was, like other tales of love-melancholy, 
She avoided society, and wandered out alone in the 
walks she had most frequented with her lover. She 
sought, like the stricken deer, to weep in silence and 
loneliness, and brood over the barbed sorrow that 
rankled in her souL Sometimes she would be seen 
late of an evening sitting in the porch of the village 
church; and the milkmaids, retuming from the fields, 
would now and then overhear her, singing some plain- . 
tive ditty in the hawthom walk. She became fervent 
in her devotions at church; and as the old people saw 
her approach, so wasted away, yet with a hectic bloom, 
and Üiat hallowed air which melancholy diffuses round 
the form, they would make way for her, as for some- 
thing Spiritual, and looking after her, would shake their 
heads in gloomy foreboding. 

She feit a conviction that she was hastening to the 
tomb, but looked forward to it as a place of rest The 
silver cord that had bound her to existence was loosed, 
and there seemed to be no more pleasure under the 
sun. If ever her gentle bosom had entertained resent- 
ment against her lover, it was extinguished. She was 
incapable of angry passions; and in a moment of sad- 
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dened tendemess, she penned him a farewell letter. It 
was couched in the simplest language; but touching 
from its very simplidty. She told him that she was 
dying^ and did not conceal from him that his conduct 
was the cause. She even depicted the sufferings which 
she experienced; but conduded with saying, that she 
could not die in peace, untü she had sent lum her for- 
giveness and her blessing. 

By degrees her strength dedined, that she could 
no longer leave the cottage. She could only totter to 
the window, where, propped up in her chair, it was her 
enjoyment to sit all day and look out upon the land* 
scape. Still she uttered no complaint, nor imparted to 
any one the malady that was preying on her heart 
She never even mentioned her lover's name; but would 
lay her head on her mother's bosom, and weep in 
silence. Her poor parents hung, in mute anxiety, over 
this fading blossom of their hopes, still flattering them- 
selves that it might again revive to freshness, and that 
the bright unearthly bloom which sometimes flushed her 
cheek might be the promise of retuming health. 

In this way she was seated between them one Sun- 
day aftemoon; her hands were dasped in theirs, the 
lattice was thrown open, and the soft air that stole in, 
brou^t with it the fragrance of the dustering honey- 
suckle which her own hands had trained round the 
window. 

Her father had just been reading a chapter in the 
Bible; it spoke of the vanity of worldly things, and of 
the jo3rs of heaven; it seemed to have diffused comfort 
and serenity through her bosom. Her eye was fixed 
on the distant village churdi; the bell had tolled for 
the evening Service; the last villager was lagging into 
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the porch; and everytbing had simk into that haöowed 
stillness pecaliar to the daf «of rest. Her paittikte were 
gazing on h^r with yeaanmg heatts. iSickntss aaiid 9<m> 
row, whidi pass so rougialy over 8ome fajoes, ftkad given 
to hers the expresiÄoin of a «eia^'s. A tear trembled 
in her "soft bkw eye. — ^Was siae thmkiög of her faith- 
less lover?— or were her äwughts wandoring to iÜBOt 
distant churchyard, into whöse bosdm she im^ aoon 
be gathered? 

Siiddenly tht «dang of hooft was heard*— a horse- 
man galloped <to the ooütage^^^^lie diauounted ibefore 
the ifrißdow— the poor giti gave a famt «Kdaanation, 
and stmk badk in her duur : «t was her re^ntai&t lot^er ! 
He rushed into Üxe hoase^ and ^w to «dasp her <to has 
bosom; but her wastjed form— ter ideafchwlike «mabe- 
nanoe^-^o wan, yiet m \ovt^ in its de8olatton,-Hdnote 
him to Ihe 6eul, ^atid he ithtew himsdf in an agenir at 
her feet %e wfts too faint to triBe-^^Hshe afttempt^d ^ 
extend h^ ^d?ettibUng hamd-^her Ups moved a6 if ^le 
spoke, but ifO if&td wa% ailionlafeed-^she iooked ^wa 
upon hm with a siadte of imutterabk taidemtes—^^yad 
closed her «yes to everl 

Such «u:e the paitionlazs whidi I gaihered of this 
yillage story. Tliey are lAit scantf) and l äta cQQSckms 
have little ndv^ty to recommend thlom. üdl the |xre- 
sent rs^e also Ibr sirange inctdent and high^^easöfied 
narrative, they may appear trite and insignificaat, but 
they ^terefeted tne strongly at the time; and^ taken in 
comnexic^ with ^ afTectin^ ^Gereofnony tdiich I had 
just witnessed, \ek a deeper impression on nxy itii»d 
than many drcumstances of a more striking nature. I 
have passed through the ^lajöe since, and visited the 
church again, from a better motive than mere curiosity. 
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It was a wintry evening; the trees were stripped of 
their foliage; the churchyard looked naked and moum- 
fiil, and the wind rustled coldly through the dry grass. 
Evergreens, however, had been planted about the grave 
of the viUage favourite, and osiers were bent over it to 
keep the turf iininjured. 

The church-door was open, and I stepped in. There 
hung the chaplet of flowers and the gloves, as on the 
day of the fineral: the flowers were withered, it is 
true, but care seemed to have been taken that no dust 
should soil their whiteness. I have seen many monu- 
ments, where art has exhausted its powers to awaken 
the sympathy of the spectator; but I have met with 
none that spoke m(»e touchingly to my heart, than this 
simple but delicate memento of departed innocence. 
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"This day dame Nature seemed in love, 
The lusty sap began to move, 
Fresh juice did stir th' embracing vines. 
And birds had drawn their valentines. 
The jealous trout, that low did lie, 
Rose at a well dbsembled flie. 
There stood my friend, with patient skill, 
Attending of his trembling quill. " 

Sir H. Wotton. 

It is Said that many an unlucky urchin is induced 
to run away from his family, and betake himself to a 
seafaring life, from reading the history of Robinson 
Crusoe; and I suspect that, in like manner, many of 
those worthy gentlemen, who are given to hamit the 
sides of pastoral streams with angle-rods in hand, may 
trace the origin of their passion to the seductive pages 
of honest Izaak Walton. I recollect stud)mig his "Com- 
plete Angler" several years since, in Company with a 
knot of iriends in America, and, moreover, that we 
were all completely bitten with the angling mania. It 
was early in the year: but as soon as the weather was 
auspicious, and that the spring began to melt into the 
verge of summer, we took rod in hand and sallied into 
the country, as stark mad as was ever Don Quixote 
from reading books of chivalry. 

One of our party had equalled the Don in the ftil- 
ness of his equipments; being attired cap-a-pee for the 
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enterprise. He wore a broad-skirted fiistian coat, per- 
plexed with half a hundred pockets; a pair of stout 
shoes, and leathem gaiters; a basket slung on one side 
for fish; a patent rod; a landing-net, and a score of 
other inconveniencies, only to be found m the tnie 
angler's armoury. Thus hamessed for the field, he 
was as great a matter of Stare and wonderment among 
the country folk, who had never seen a regulär angler, 
as was the steel-clad hero of La Mancha among the 
goat-herds of the Sierra Morena. 

Our first essay was along a mountain brook, among 
the highlands of the Hudson; a most unfortunate place 
for the execution of those piscatory tactics which had 
been invented along the velvet margins of quiet Eng- 
lish rivulets. It was one of those wild streams that 
lavish, among ourromanticsolitudes, unheededbeauties, 
enough to fiU the sketch-book of a hunter of the pic- 
tiuresque. Sometimes it would leap down rocky shelves, 
making small cascades, over which the trees threw 
their broad balancing sprays, and long nameless weeds 
himg in fringes from the impending banks, dripping 
with diamond drops. Sometimes it would brawl and 
fi:et along a ravine in the matted shade of a forest, 
Alling it with miumurs; and, after this termagant career, 
would steal forth into open day with the most placid 
demure face imaginable; as I have seen some pestilent 
shrew of a housewife, after Alling her home with up- 
roar and ill-humour, come dimpling out of doors, swim- 
ming and courtseying, and smiling upon all the world. 

How smoothly would this vagrant brook glide, at 
such times, through some bosom of green meadow land 
among the mountains; where the quiet was only inter- 
rupted by the occasional tinkling of a bell from the 
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lazy cattle among the dover, or the sound of a wood- 
cutter's axe from the neighbouring forest. 

For my paxt, I was always^ a, bi^gler a>% ^ ki^3 
of sport that required eitber pg^nce q^ ^droitiießs, 
and had not angled above h^f a^ tMtWr b«{pT§ I had 
compktely "satisfied the sentiw^nt," d^^ Qonyu^ced 
myself of the truth of Iza»ak WalljQn's opjjj^pa, tiijM 
angUng ia something like poetiy — a» ma» qii^l \^^ bom 
to it I hooked myself instead of the ü&k^ tai^l^ my 
line in every tree; lost my baitj Iwroke. my rpd; WtiJ I 
gave up the^ atätempt in desp^,. ap4 passed: t^e day 
under the tcees, readiog ojd l3i3^4ki sa^ißfied ti^^t it ^;^as 
his fascinating vein of bjwj^st ^pliciily, ajad rur^ feel- 
ing that had bewitched me, 9^ ^f>k tl^ p%^ion fbr 
angling, Nfy companions, h^w^ey^i^, ^ere mo^ P^r- 
severing in ibßk delusion. I h,^ye ibßmi ^ l^s ^lomient 
before my ^wa, stealing aimg the bcMcder pf tfee iDrook, 
where it ^y> open to, the day, or wa$ mei^ely ^^inged 
by shrubs andi biiishi^s, I see tite; bitteijn rising \yith 
hollow sc^eam 2^ th^y break in upon his ^^ff^ly in- 
vadedi haimt; the king-fishei: watching them $iispiciously 
from his dry tree that overha^gs the deep,bl,ack mill- 
pond, in the gorge of the hillß; the tor^oisß letting 
himself slip sideways from off the stcMae qx log on 
which he is sunning himself; and the pao^c-strucl^ fi;Qg 
plumping in headlong as they £^proach, ßn^ spi^%i^g 
an alarm thrroughout the wateary world around.. 

I recollect also, that, after toiling a^d watcl|t^^g spd 
creeping about fbr the greaber p^ Qfi a day, ^ith 
scajrcely a»y saccess, in spite of ^l oiff admirabfe ap- 
paratus, a. Uibberly comitry mrchin, ca^c^e dowa. from 
the hills with a rpd made from a brauch, of a triee; a 
few yards of twine; and, as beaven shall help m^l I 
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telieve a crooked pin for a hook, baited with a vile 
earth-worm— T-aadi in balf ai> hour caught more fish than 
we had nibbles throughout ihß day! 

But,. abpve all, I recollect the "gopd, honest^ wMe- 
soBae, liMJingry" repast, which we WfUic ußdeii ^ beeqh- 
tree just by a spring of puje sweet w^t^r tha^ stokr out 
of thß sid^ of a hill; and laow, wb^Ui it w^iß over,, Qne 
of the party read old Izaak Wajton's sceae with. the 
milkmaid, while I lay on, the gra^s. aad built c^^slilies in 
a bright pile of clouds, until. J feil asleep. AH tjjds 
may appear üke mere- eigotism; yet I cannot refirain 
from utterijr^g th«ese recoUegtiQns, which are passing like 
*a strain of n>usic over my ijoind, and have bee© called 
up by a^ agreeable scene, which I witnessed; not Ipng 
since. 

In a ig^Q^ning's stroll along. the banks of the Alun, 
a beautifiil Uttle stj-eßÄi which flows down ücm ^e 
Welsh hüls, and throws itsi^lf into the Dee, my atten- 
tion was attracted to a gsoup seated on the maj^gm. 
On approaching, I found it to consist of a vetei;an 
angler and two rustic disciples. The former was an 
old fellow with a wooden leg^ with dothes veuy o^ich, 
but very carefolly, patched, betokening poverty, hon- 
estly come by, and discently maintai^ed» His fi^ce bore 
the marks of iornntr- storms, but pi^enti f3\ii weather; 
its furrows had been wom into an habitual smile; his 
iron-grey locks hung about his ears, and he had alto- 
gether the good-humoured air of a constitutione philo- 
sopher who was dispQsed to take the world as it went. 
One. of his ccMH^nions. was a ragged wight, with the 
skulking look of an airant poacher, and TU Warrant 
could find his way to any gentleman's fish-pond in the 
darkest night The other was a tall, awkward, country 
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lad, with a lounging gait, and apparenüy somewliat of 
a rustic beau. The old man was busy in exatiiining 
the maw of a trout which he had just killed, to dis- 
cover by its contents what insects were seasonable for 
bait; and was lecturing on the subject to his com- 
panions, who appeared to listen with infinite deference. 
I have a kind feeling towards all "brothers of the 
angle," ever since I read Izaak Walton. They are men, 
he affirms, of a "mild, sweet, and peaceable spirit;" 
and my esteem for them has been increased since I 
met with an old "Tretyse of fishing with the Angle," 
in which are set forth many of the maxims of their 
inoffensive fraternity. "Take good hede," sayth this 
honest little tretyse, "that in going about your dis- 
portes ye open no man's gates but that ye shet them 
again. Also ye shall not use this forsayd crafti disport 
for no covetousness to the encreasing and sparing of 
your money only, but principally for your solace and 
to cause the helth of your body and specyally of your 
soule." * 

I thought that I could perceive in the veteran 
angler before me an exemplification of what I had 
read; and there was a cheerful contentedness in his 
looks that quite drew me towards him. I could not 
but remark the gallant manner in which he stumped 

* From this same treatise, it would appeax that angling is a 
more industnous and devout emplo3nnent than it is generally con- 
sidered: — "For when ye purpose to go on your disportes in fishynge 
ye wiU not desyre greatlye many persons with you, which might 
let you of your game. And that ye may sefve God devoutly in 
sayinge efFectuaUy your customable prayers. And thus do)ring, ye 
shall eschew and also avoyde many vices, as ydelnes, which is 
principall cause to induce man to many other vices, as it is right 
well known. " 
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from one part of the brook to another; waving his rod 
in the air, to keep the line from dragging on the 
ground, or catching among the bushes; and the adroit- 
ness with which he would throw his fly to any parti- 
cular place; sometimes skimming it lightiy along a little 
rapid; sometimes casting it into one of those dark 
holes made by a twisted root or overhanging bank, in 
which the large trout are apt to lurk. In the mean 
while he was giving instructions to his two disciples; 
showing them the manner in which they should handle 
their rods, fix their flies, and play them along the sur- 
face of the stream. The scene brought to my mind 
the instructions of the sage Piscator to his scholar. 
The country aromid was of that pastoral kind which 
Walton is fond of describing. It was a part of the 
great piain of Cheshire, close by the beautiful vale of 
Gessford, and just where the inferior Welsh hills begin 
to swell up firom among firesh sweet-smelling meadows. 
The day, too, like that recorded in his work, was mild 
and sunshiny; with now and then a soft dropping 
shower, that söwed the whole earth with diamonds. 

I soon feil into conversation with the old angler, 
and was so much entertained, that, under pretext of 
receiving instructions in his art, I kept Company with 
him ahnost the whole day; wandering along the banks 
of the stream, and listening to his talk. He was very 
communicative, having all the easy garrulity of cheer- 
ful old age; and I fancy was a little flattered by hav- 
ing an opportunity of displaying his piscatory lore; for 
who does not like now and then to play the sage? 

He had been much of a rambler in his day, and 
had passed some years of his youth in America, parti- 
cularly in Savannah, where he had entered into trade. 
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and had been ruined by the indiscretion of a partner. 
He had afterwards exp^enced maay ups and downs 
in Hfe, until he got into the navy^ where bis leg was 
canried away by a canncm-ball^ at the batüie of Camper- 
down. This wa$. the only stueke o£ reaL good-fortune 
he had ever experieoced, fsm it got him a pensi^i, 
whid!t, together with some smaM pateraial property, 
brofighl him in a revenue: of neaiily forty ponnds^ On 
this he retired to hia native yiUaige, where he lived 
quietly and) independently; andi deivoted the reoikamder 
of bis life to the "noble aict of aagüng." 

I found that he had lead Ibiiak Waltcm attenlivelyy 
aod he seemed to have inakibedl aH bis simjple frank- 
ness and prevalait goodi^mmoui]. Though he had 
been sorely buffeted about the worljob, he wa& satisfied 
that the world, in itself, was good acd beautifiiL 
Though he had been as roughly uscd in di^Bsrent 
countnes as a poor sheep that is fleeoed by eveiy 
hedge and thicket, yiet he spoke of every nati<»i with 
candour and kindness, appearing to look only on the 
good side of things; and, above all, he was almost the 
only man I had ever met with who had been an un- 
fortunate advaaturer in America, and had hcme^ and 
magnanimity enough to take the fault to his own door, 
and not to curse the country. The lad that was re- 
ceiving his instructicms I ledxnt was the son and heir 
apparent of a fat old widow who kept the village inn, 
and of course a youth of some expectadon, and much 
courted by the idle gentleman-like personages of the 
place. In taking him under his care, therefore, the 
old man had probably an eye to a privileged comer 
in the tap-room, and an occasional cup of cheerfiil ale 
free of expense. 
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There is certainly something in angliag, df we could 
forget, which anglers axe apt to do, the cruelties and 
tortures mflkted on 'wonns and inseots, tbat tends to 
produce a gentleness of ^öit, and a pure »treüity of 
mind. As the English 4a:e metiiodioal «ven in. their 
recreations, and are the most sdentific of Sipcxrtsmen, 
it has been reduced atmong them to perlect rule and 
System. Indeed it is an amusement pecuüarly adapted 
to the mild and highly cultivated sceneiy of England, 
where every roughness has been softened away from 
the landscape. It is <ielightfid to saunter along those 
limpid streams whidi waöder, like veins oC silver, 
through the bosom of thk beatttiM conntry; leading 
one through a diversity of small home sccneiy: some- 
times winding through omamented grounds; sömetimes 
brimming along through rieh pasturage, where the fresh 
green is mingled with sweetssmelling flowers; söme- 
times venturh^g in sight of villages and hamlets; and 
then running ca,priciously away into shady retirements. 
The sweetness and serenity of nature, and the quiet 
watchüdncss of the sport, gradually brii^g on pleasant 
fits of musing; which are now and then agreea'bly 
interrupted by the song of a bird; the distant whistle 
of the peasant; or perhaps the vagary of some fish, 
le;^)ing out of the still water, and skimming transiently 
about its iglassy surface. "When I wculd beget con- 
tent," says Izaik Walton, "and increase coafidence in 
the power and wisdom and providence of Almighty 
God, I will walk the meadows by some gliding stream, 
and there contemplate the lilies that take no care, and 
those very many other little living creatures that are 
not only created, but fed (man knows not how) by the 
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goodness of the God of nature, and therefore trust in 
Hirn." 

I cannot forbear to give another quotation from 
one of those andent Champions of angling, which 
breathes the same innocent and happy spirit: — 

**Let me live harmlessly, and near the brink 

Of Trent or Avon have a dwelling-place; 
Where I may see my quill, or cork, down sink, 

With eager bite of pike, or bleak, or dace; 
And on the world and my Creator think: 

While some men strive ill-gotten goods t'embrace; 
And others spend their time in base excess 

Of wine, or worse, in war, or wantonness. 

Let them that will, these pastimes still pursne^ 
And on such pleasing £mcies feed their fill; 

So I the fields and meadows green may view, 
And daily by fresh rivers walk at will, 

Among the daisies and the violets blue, 
Red hyacinth and yellow daffodiL"* 

On parting with the old angler I inquired after his 
place of abode, and happening to be in the neigh- 
bourhood of the village a few evenings afterwards, I 
had the curiosity to seek him out I found him living 
in a small cottage, containing only one room, but a 
perfect curiosity in its method and arrangement It 
was on the skirts of the village, on a green bank, a 
little back from the road, with a small garden in front, 
stocked with kitchen herbs, and adomed with a few 
flowers. The whole front of the cottage was overrun 
with a honeysuckle. On the top was a ship for a 
weather-cock. The interior was fitted up in a tnily 
nautical style, his ideas of comfort and convenience 

• J. Davors. 
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having been acquired on the berth-deck of a man-of- 
war. A hammock was slung from the ceiling, which, 
in the daytime, was lashed up so as to take but little 
room. From the centre of the Chamber hmig a model 
of a ship of his own workmanship. Two or three 
chairs, a table, and a large sea ehest, formed the prin- 
cipal moveables. About the walls were stuck up naval 
ballads, such as Admiral Hosier's Ghost, All in the 
Downs, and Tom Bowling, intermingled with pictures 
of sea-fights, among which the battle of Camperdown 
held a distinguished place. The mantel-piece was 
decorated with sea-shells; over which hung a quadrant, 
flanked by two wood-cuts of most bitter-looking naval 
Commanders. His implements for angling were care- 
fiilly disposed on nails and hooks about the room. On 
a shelf was arranged his library, containing a work on 
angling, much wom; a Bible covered with canvas; an 
odd volume or two of voyages; a nautical ahnanack; 
and a book of songs. 

His family consisted of a large black cat with one 
eye, and a parrot which he had caught and tamed, 
and educated himself, in the course of one of his 
voyages; and which uttered a variety of sea phrases 
with the hoarse brattling tone of a veteran boatswain. 
The establishment reminded me of that of the renowned 
Robinson Crusoe: it was kept in neat Order, every thing 
being "stowed away" with the regularity of a ship of 
war; and he informed me that he "scoured the deck 
every moming, and swept it between meals." 

I found him seated on a bench before the door, 
Smoking his pipe in the soft evening sunshine. His 
cat was purring soberly on the threshold, and his 
parrot describing some stränge evolutions in an iron 



dby Google 



400 THE ANGLER. 

ring that swung in the caitre of bis cage. He liöd 
been angling all day, and gave toe a histdry of Ins 
sport with as much tninuteness as a geft^täl woüld 
tafle over a campaign; being particiülarty änMated m 
relating the manner ift whkh fee had t^eh k teg<e 
trout, which bad coitq)tetely tasked all htö skiU ätod 
wat«ftes6, and wiiich hfe fead seöt as a trc^hy tö mitte 
li<Mess of the inn. 

How comfoörting it is to see a cheerM and oon- 
tented old age; and tö behold a poör fellow, teke this, 
aftier being teäq)est4osÄ: througfe life, safely «aoored in 
a smig and qu%t hatboto* in the evening of his days! 
BBs happiness, hcywefver, sprang Ifrom within hÖÄself, 
and was independent of extemai ciiv:tumstaAces; for 
he had that itoexhäustible good-natui^, Svhich is tJie 
most p^cioüs gift öf Heaven; spreadiftg itself Iflce oil 
over the troiäbled sea of thoiught, and keepic^ the 
mind smooth and equaWe ift th^ roifghest of weather. 

On inquiring further about him, I learttt that he 
was a universal favourite in the village, and the oiracle 
of the tap-W)om,- where he delighted tiie rastks with 
his sd^gs, and, like Sinbad, astcniished theni Whh his 
stories of stränge lands, and shipWi^kfe, aüd sear-üghts. 
He was much notiöed, too, by g^ntlfemen s^ottsmen 
of the neighbourhood; had taught sttet^ of tl^em the 
art of angling^ and was a pi'ivilegfed viöitoi* to their 
kitchens. Th« whole tenca: of his life v^as qniet and 
inofltensive^ being principally paissed about the neigh- 
bouring streätoB when tlüe i^ather asid ^seasofe were 
favourable; at other times he employed feiiltoself at 
hoine, preparing his fishing tackle for the Wext cam- 
paign> ©r manufacturing rods, nets, and fließ, f&r his 
patrons and pupils among the gentiy. 
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He was a regulär attendant at church on Sundays, 
though he generally feil asleep during the sermon. 
He had made it his particular request that when he 
died he should be buried in a green spot, which he 
could see from his seat in church, and which he had 
marked out ever since he was a boy, and had often 
thought of when far from home on Üie raging sea, in 
danger of being food for fishes — it was the spot where 
his father and mother had been buried. 

I have done, for I fear that my reader is growing 
weary; but I could not refrain from drawing the pic- 
ture of this worthy "brother of the angle;" who has 
made me more than ever in love with the theory, 
though I fear I shall never be adroit in the practice 
of his art; and I will conclude this rambling sketch, 
in the words of honest Izaak Walton, by craving the 
blessing of St Peter's Master upon my reader, "and 
upon all that are true lovers of virtue; and dare trust 
in His providence; and be quiet; and go a angling." 
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THE 

LEGEND OF SLEEPY HOLLOW. 

(FOUND AMONG TH9 PAPBRS OF THK LATB DIBORICH KNICKERBOCKBS.) 



"A pleasing laad of drowsy head it was» 
Of dreams tbat waye before the half-shut eye; 
And of gay Castles in the clouds that pas^ 
For ever floshing round a summer sky, " 

Castle of Indolence. 

In the bosom of the spacious coves which iadent 
the eastem shore of the Hudson, at that broad expan- 
sion of the river denominated by the ancient Dutch 
navigators the Tappaan Zee, and where they alwa)rs 
prudently shortened sail, and implored the protection 
of St Nicholas when they crossed, there lies a small 
market-town or rural port, which by some is called 
Greensburgh, but which is more generally and properly 
known by the name of Tarry Town. This name was 
given, we are told, in former days, by the good house- 
wives of the adjacent country, from Üie inveterate pro- 
pensity of their husbands to linger about the village 
tavem on market days. Be that as it may, I do not 
vouch for the fact, but merely advert to it, for the sake 
of being precise and authentic. Not far from this vil- 
l^tgc» perhaps about three miles, there is a little Valley, 
or rather lap of land, among high hüls, which is one 
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of the quietest places in tte whole world. A small 
brook glides throug^ it, with jmt Tmirroiir eaough to 
lull oae to* repose; and tte occasional whistle of a 
quail, OD Ujppmg of a woodpecker,. is almost the only 
sound ikat ever breaks in upon the usübnn tr^ojquilli^. 

] reeollect that, when a stripling» my &:st exploit i^ 
squirrel-skooting was in a ^ove of tall walnut-trees 
that shades one side of the vaJky» I had wandered 
into it at noomtime, ^en« all nature is peculiarly quiet, 
and was. slartied by the roar of my own gun^ as it 
broke the saU^ath stillne^ aroiind, and was prolonged 
and revcrberated by the angry Qchoes* If evier I should 
wish foF a retDea]^ whith» I might itoal fi;wv the world 
and its distiractions^ and dream quietfy awaj the 
remnant of a troubled Ule, I know of noBie more pro- 
mising than tkis UjUtle valtey. 

From Ihe listless repose of the place, and the 
peculiar chamucter of its inhabitants, who are de- 
scendants from tibie original Dutch settlers, this se- 
questered glea has long beea known by the name of 
Sleepy HoLLOWy and its rustic lads are called the 
Sleepy Hollow Boys, throngkout all the neighbonring 
country. A diows}^ dreana^' inftubence seems to hang 
over the land; aad to paTrad« the v^y atmosphere. 
Some say tibat the place w^as hewitched by a high 
Gamaan doctor dniHriog the early days of the settlemeut; 
others, that an old ladian chief, the prophet or wdzard 
of his tnJbeif held his powwows thi^re before the coujntry 
was discovered by Master Hendrick Hudson. Cei^tain 
it is, the place still continues under the sway of some 
witching power, that holds a spell over the minds of 
the good peo]^, causing tbem to walk in a continual 
reverie. They are given to all kinds of marvellous 

26 ♦ 
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beliefs; are subject to trances and visions; and fre- 
quently see stränge sights, and hear music and voices 
in the air. The whole neighbourhood abounds with 
local tales, haunted Spots, and twilight superstitions; 
Stars shoot and meteors glare oftener across the valley 
than in any other part of the country; and the night- 
mare, with her whole nine fold, seems to make it the 
favourite scene of her gambols. 

The dominant spirit, however, that haunts this 
enchanted region, and seems to be commander-in-chief 
of all the powers of the air, is the apparition of a 
figure on horseback without a head. It is said by 
some to be the ghost of a Hessian trooper, whose head 
had been carried away by a cannon-ball, in some 
nameless battle during the revolutionary war; and who 
is ever and anon seen by the country folk, hunying 
along in the gloom of night, as if on the wings of the 
wind. His haimts are not confined to the valley, but 
extend at times to the adjacent roads, and especially 
to the viciriity of a church that is at no great distance. 
Indeed, certain of the most authentic historians of those 
parts, who have been carefiil in coUecting and collating 
the floating facts conceming this spectre, allege that, 
the body of the trooper having been buried in the 
churchyard, the ghost rides forth to the scene of 
battle in nightly quest of his head; and that the nishr 
ing Speed with which he sometimes passes along the 
Hollow, like a midnight blast, is owing to his being 
belated, and in a hurry to get back to the churchyard 
before daybreak. 

Such is the general purport of this legendary super- 
stition, which has fumished materials for many a wild 
Story in that region of shadows; and the spectre is 
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known, at all the country firesides, by the name of the 
Headless Horseman of Sleepy HoUow. 

It is remarkable that the visionary propensity I 
have mentioned is not confmed to the native in- 
habitants of the Valley, but is unconsdously imbibed 
by every one who resides there for a time. However 
wide awake they may have been before they entered 
that sleepy region, they are sure, in a little time, to 
inhale the witching influenae of the air, and begin to 
grow imaginative — ^to dream dreams, and see appari- 
tions. 

I mention this peaceful spot with all possible laud; 
for it is in such little retired Dutch Valleys, found here 
and there embosomed in the great State of New York, 
that Population, manners, and customs, remain fixed; 
while the great torrent of migration and improvement, 
which is making such incessant changes in other parts 
of this restless country, sweeps by them unobserved. 
They are like those little nooks of still water which 
border a rapid stream; where we may see the straw 
and bubble riding quietly at anchor, or slowly revolving 
in their mimic harbour, undisturbed by the rush of the 
passing current Though many years have elapsed 
since I trod the drowsy shades of Sleepy Hollow, yet 
I question whether I should not still find the same 
trees and the same families vegetating in its sheltered 
bosom. 

In this by-place of nature there abode, in a remote 
period of American history, that is to say, some thirt^ 
years since, a worthy wight of the name of Ichabod 
Crane; who sojoumed, or, as he expressed it, "tarried," 
in Sleepy Hollow, for the purpose of instructing the 
children of the vicinity. He was a native of Con- 
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necticut; a State which suppltes the Unkm with pioneers 
for the mind as well as for the forest, aikd sends ftMth 
yeariy its legions oi frontier woodmen and country 
schodmasters. Hie co^iiomen of Crane was not in- 
ai^ltcable to Ms person. He was tall, bat exceedingly 
lanky with nairow Shoulders, Icmg arms and legs, hands 
that dangled a mile out of his sleeves, feet that might 
have served tfbr shoveb, and his whole frame most 
loosely htmg together. His head was small, and flat 
at top, with huge eais, lai^ green glassy ^es, and a 
long snipe nose, so that it looked like a weatheroock, 
perched vp(m his spindk ned^ to teil which way the 
wind blew. To see him stziding along the {»'oßle of a 
hill on a windy day, with his dothes bagging and 
fluttering about him, one might have mistaken him üar 
the genfus of famine descending upon the earth, or 
some scarecrow eloped from a comfield. 

His school^house was a low building of one large 
room, ludely oonstructcd of logs; the Windows partly 
glazed, and partiy patched with leaves of old copy- 
books. It was most ingeniously secured at vacant 
hours, by a wiüie twisted in the handle of the door, 
and stakes set against the window-shuttars; so that, 
though a thief might get in with perfect ease, he would 
find some embarrassmtftt in getting out^ an idea most 
probably borrowed by the architect, Yost Van Houten, 
from the mystery of an eel-pot The school-house stood 
in a rather lonely but pleasant Situation, just at the 
foot of a Woody hiM, with a brook running close by, 
and a formidable birch-^tree growing at one exkd of it 
From hence the low muitnur of his pupils' voices, a>n- 
ning over läeir lessons, might be heard in a drowsy 
summer's day, like the hum of a bee-hive; interrupted 
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now and then by the authoritative voice of the master, 
in the tone of menä:ce or command; or, peradventare, 
by the äppalling sound of llife birdi, äs he ürged some 
tardy loitere'r along the flowery path of knowledge. 
Truth to say, he was a conscientious man, that ever 
bore in mind Üie golden maxim, "Spare the rod and 
spoil the chifd." — ^Ichabod Crane's scholars certainly 
were not spoiled. 

I would not have it imagined, however, that he was 
one of thosfe cruel potentates of Üie school, who joy in 
thfe smart of their subjects; on the contrary, he ad- 
ministered justice with discrimination rather than 
severity; taJang the burden off the backs of the weak, 
and laying it on those of the strong. Your mere puny 
striplüig, that winced at the least flourish of the rod, 
was p^si^ by with indulgence; but the claims of jus- 
tice were satisfied, by inflicting a double portion on 
some little, tough, wrong-headed, broad-skirted Dutch 
urchin, who sulked and swelled and gi'ew dogged and 
sullen beneath the birch. All this he called "doing 
his duty by their parents;^' and he never inflicted a 
chastisement without foUowing it by the assurance, so 
consolatory to the smarting urchin, that "he would re- 
member it and thank him for it the longest day he 
had to live." 

When school-hours were over, he was even the com- 
panion and playmate of the larger boys; and on holi- 
day aftemoons would convoy some of the smaller ones 
home, who happened to have pretty sisters, or good 
housewives fbr mothers, noted for the comforts of the 
cupboard. Indeed it behoved him to keep on good 
terms with his pupils. The revenue arising from his 
school was smaU, and would have been scarcely suf- 
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ficient to fumish him with daüy bread, for he was a 
huge feeder, and, though lank, had the dilating powers 
of an anaconda: but to help out bis maintenance, he 
was, according to country custom in those parts, boarded 
and lodged at the houses of the farmers, whose chil- 
dren he instnicted. With these he Hved successively 
a week at a time; thus going the rounds of the neigh- 
bourhood, with all his worldly effects tied up in a cot- 
ton handkerchief. 

That all this might not be too onerous on the 
purses of his rustic patrons, who are apt to consider 
the costs of schooling a grievous bürden, and school- 
masters as mere drones, he had various ways of ren- 
dering himself both useful and agreeable. He assisted 
the farmers occasionally in the lighter labours of their 
farms; helped to make hay; mended the fences; took 
the horses to water; drove the cows from pasture; and 
cut wood for the winter fire. He laid aside, too, all 
the dominant dignity and absolute sway with which he 
lorded it in his little empire, the school, and became 
wonderfuUy gentle and ingratiating. He found favour 
in the eyes of the mothers, by petting the children, 
particularly the youngest; and, like the lion bold, which 
whilome so magnanimously the lamb did hold, he would 
sit with a child on one knee, and rock a cradle with 
his foot for whole hours together. 

In addition to his other vocations, he was the 
singing-master of the neighbourhood, and picked up 
many bright Shillings by instructing the young folks in 
psalmody. It was a matter of no little vanity to him, 
on Sundays, to take his Station in front of the church 
gallery, with a band of chosen singers; where, in his 
own mind, he completely carried away the palm from 
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the parson. Certain it is, his voice resounded far 
above all the rest of the congregation; and there are 
peculiar quavers still to be heard in that church, and 
which may even be heard half-a-mile oflf, quite to the 
opposite side of the mill-pond, on a still Sunday mom- 
ing, which are said to be legitimately descended firom 
the nose of Ichabod Crane. Thus by divers little make- 
shifts, in that ingenious way which is commonly deno- 
minated "by hook and by crook/' the worthy peda- 
gogue got on tolerably enough, and was thought, by 
all who understood nothing of the labour of headwork, 
to have a wonderful easy life of it 

The schoolmaster is generally a man of some import- 
ance in the female circle of a rural neighbourhood; being 
considered a kind of idle gentleman-like personage, of 
vastly superior taste and accomplishments to the rough 
countiy swains, and, indeed, inferior in leaming only 
to the parson. His appearance, therefore, is apt to 
occasion some little stir at the tea-table of a farm- 
house, and the addition of a supemmnerary dish of 
cakes or sweetmeats, or, peradventnre, the parade of a 
silver tea-pot. Our man of letters, therefore, was pecu- 
liarly happy in all the smiles of all the country damsels. 
How he would figxire among them in the churchyard, 
between Services on Sundays! gathering grapes for 
them from the wild vines that overrun the sur- 
rounding trees; reciting for their amusement all the 
epitaphs on the tombstones; or sauntering, with a whole 
bevy of them, along the banks of the adjacent mill- 
pond; while Üie more bashful country bumpkins hung 
sheepishly back, envying his superior elegance and 
address. 

From his half itinerant life, also, he was a kind of 
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travelling gazette, carrying the whole budget of local 
gossip from house to house; so that his appearance 
was always greeted with satisfaction. He was, more- 
over, esteemed by the women as a man of great emdi- 
tion, for be had read several books quite through, and 
was a perfect master of Cotton Mather's History of 
New England Witdicrafl, in which, by the way, he 
mOBt fkinly and potently believed. 

He was, in fact, an odd mixture of small shrewd- 
ness and simple credulity. His appetite for the mar- 
vellous, and his powers of digesting it, were equally 
extraordinary; and both had been increased by his 
residence in tiiis spell-boünd region. No tale was too 
gross or monstrous for his capacious swallow. It was 
often his delight, after his school Was dismissed in the 
aftemoon, to Stretch himself on the rieh bed of clover, 
bordering the little brook that whimpered by his 
school-house, and there am over old Mathet*s direful 
tales, untQ the gathering dusk of the evening made 
the printed page a mere mist before his eyes. Then, 
as he waüded his way, by swamp and stream and 
awfiil woodland, to the farm-house where he happened 
to be quartered, every sound of nature, at that witch- 
ing hour, fluttered his excited imagination; the moan 
of the whip-poor-will * from the hill-side; the boding 
cry of the tree-toad, that haxbinger of storm; the 
dreary hooting of the screech-owl; or the sudden 
nistling lÄ the thicket ctf birds frightened from their 
roost. The fire-flies, too, which sparkled most vividly 
in the darkest places, now and then startled him, as 

* The whip-poor-will is a bird which is only heard at night. It 
receives its name £rom its note, which is thought to resemble those 
words. 



dby Google 



THE LEGEND OF SLESiPY HOLLOW. 4I I 

one of uncommon brightwess would stream äctoss his 
path; and if, by chance, a huge biockhead of a beetle 
came winging his blnndering flight against him, the 
poor varlet was ready to give up the ghost, with the 
idea that he was strack with a witch's tc^en. His 
only resource on such occasions^ either to dröwn 
thonght, or drive away evil spirits, was to sihg psalm 
tuftes; — and the good people of Sleepy HoUow, as they 
sat by their doors of an erening, were often filled with 
awe, at hearing his nasal mek)dy, "in linked sweötness 
long drawn out," floating from the distant hill, or along 
the dusky road. 

Another of his sources of fearful pleasure was, to 
pass long winter evenings with the old Dutdi wives, 
as they sat spinning by the fire, with a row of apples 
roasting and sputtering along the hearth and listen to 
their marvellous tales of ^osts and goblins, and 
haunted fields, and haunted brooks, and haunted 
bridges, and haunted houses, and particolarly of the 
headless horsemaö, or Galloping Hessian of the Hollow, 
as they scmietimes called him. He would delight them 
equally by his anecdotes of witchcraft, and of the 
direful omens and portentous sights and sounds in the 
air, which prevailed in the earliet times of Connecticut; 
and would frighten them wofully with speculations 
upon comets and shooting stars; and with the älann- 
ing fact that ihe world did absolutely tum round, and 
that they were half the time topsy-tiurvy! 

Büt if there was a pleasure in all this, while snugly 
cuddling in the chimney comer of a Chamber that was 
all of a raddy glow from the crackling wood fire, and 
where, of course, no spectre dared to show its face, it 
was dearly purchased by the terrois of his subsequent 
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walk homewards. What fearful shapes and shadows 
beset his path amidst the dim and ghastly glare of a 
snowy night! With what wistfiil look did he eye every 
trembhng ray of light Streaming across the waste fields 
from some distant window! How often was he ap- 
palled by some shrub covered with snow, which, like 
a sheeted spectre, beset his very path! How often 
did he shrink with curdling awe at the sound of his 
own Steps on the frosty ernst beneath his feet; and 
dread to look over his Shoulder, lest he should behold 
some uncouth being tramping dose behind him! — and 
how often was he thrown into complete dismay by 
some rushing blast, howling among the trees, in the 
idea that it was the Galloping Hessian on one of his 
nightly scourings! 

All these, however, were mere terrors of the night, 
phäntoms of the mind that walk in darkness; and 
though he had seen many spectres in his time, and 
been more than once beset by Satan in divers shapes, 
in his lonely perambulations, yet daylight put an end 
to all these evils; and he would have passed a plea- 
sant life of it, in despite of the Devil and all his 
works, if his path had not been crossed by a being 
that causes more perplexity to mortal man than ghosts, 
goblins, and the whole race of witches put together, 
and that was — a woman. 

Among the musical disciples who assembled, one 
evening in each week, to receive his instructions in 
psalmody, was Katrina Van Tassel, the daughter and 
only child of a substantial Dutch farmer. She was a 
blooming lass of fresh eighteen; plump as a partridge; 
ripe and melting and rosy-cheeked as one of her 
father's peaches, and universally famed, not merely 
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for her beauty, but her vast expectations. She was 
withal a little of a coquette, as might be perceived 
even in her dress, which was a mixture of ancient and 
modern fashions, as most suited to set off her chaxms. 
She wore the omaments of pure yellow gold, which 
her great-great-grandmother had brought over from 
Saardam; the tempting stomacher of the olden time; 
and withal a provokingly short petticoat, to display 
the prettiest foot and ankle in the country round. 

Ichabod Crane had a soft and foolish heart toward 
the sex; and it is not to be wondered at, that so 
tempting a morsel soon fotmd favour in his eyes; more 
especially after he had visited her in her patemal 
mansion. Old Baltus Van Tassel was a perfect picture 
of a thriving, contented, liberal-hearted farmer. He 
seldom, it is true, sent either his eyes or his thoughts 
beyond the boundaries of his own farm; but within 
those, everything was snug, happy, and well-conditioned. 
He was satisfied with his wealth, but not proud of it; 
and piqued himself upon the hearty abundance, rather 
than the style, in which he lived. His stronghold was 
situated on the banks of the Hudson, in one of those 
green, sheltered, fertile nooks, in which the Dutch 
farmers are so fond of nestling. A great elm tree 
spread its broad branches over it; at the foot of which 
bubbled up a spring of the softest and sweetest water, 
in a little well, formed of a barrel; and then stole 
sparkling away through the grass, to a neighbouring 
brook, that babbled along among eiders and dwarf 
willows. Hard by the farm-house was a vast bam, 
that might have served for a church; every window 
and crevice of which seemed bursting forth with the 
treasures of the farm; the flau was busily resounding 
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within it from moming to night; swaJlows and martins 
skimmed twittering about tbe eaves; ajid rows of 
pig^ns, scwne with. one eye tumed up, as if watchiag 
the^ weatber, some with thek heads under thw wi»gs, 
or buried in their bosoms, and others swelling, and 
cooing, and bowing about their dames, were enjoying 
the suBshine on the voot Sleek unwieldy porkers 
were grunting in the repose and abundance of their 
pens; from wh^nce saJJÄed. forth, now and then, troops 
of sucking pigs, a$ if to ^uff the air. A stately 
squa4r<m of ^^my. geese were riding in an ad^oining 
poia^dj coftvoyii^g wfcple fleiets of dupks; regiments of 
turl^yB weire gobbling through the farm-yaid, and 
guiahea-fowl;? fretting about it, like ill-tempered house- 
wiyes, with th^ peeyish discontentöd cry. Before the 
baia door strutted the gaü^ cock, tb^t pattem of a 
husband, a wairior, and a fine gentleman; clapping 
his bumished wings, and crowing in the pride and 
gladness of his heart — sometimes tearing up the earth 
wil^ his feet, ^ad then g!5nerou3ly calHng his. ev«r- 
hu^giy family of vives and chüdren to enjoy the rieh 
moi;sjel which he had discovered 

The pedagx^^'s mouth watered, as he looked upon 
this smwptuom^ promise of hixuriouswinter fare. In his 
devouring mind's eye, he pictured to himself every roast- 
ing pig running about with a pudding in its beÜy, and 
an apple in its mouth; the pjgeon$ were snugly put to 
bed in a comfortable pie, amd tucked in with a coverlet 
of qmst; the geqse were swimmwig in titeir own griavy; 
an4 tiie ducks pairi^g cosily in dishes, like snug mßx- 
ried cowples, with a decent competency of onion sauce. 
In the porkers he saw carved out the fiiture sleek side 
of bacon, and juicy relishing ham; not a turkey, but 
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he beheld daintily tjwsed up, wiüi its gizzard under 
its wing, and, peg^^^v^iHv^re, 9, noc^üa^i of savoury sau- 
sages; and even brighit d^ptipl^r laiipsf^f lay spjjawling 
on his bacl^, in a sid^ dish, with up^ft^ daws, as if 
crarving tUat quarter whk^ his chivakous spirit dis- 
dained to, a^ while livijipg, 

As tJtie enraptured Idi^b^ fen,<?ie4 all this, and as 
he ^<pU^d his greift gree^ ey^ o^c ikß fat meadow 
land^, Ijhe rieh fields of wim^t, (rf ry^^ o^ buck-wheat, 
and Indian co^i, and il^ oi;<ih^s, ^)itu^n^d with ruddy 
fruit, which surrounded ^^ Wß^'Sßk t^neB^eot of Van 
Tassel, his hea^ yearn^d i^fter the damsel who was to 
inherit these domains» and his inm^ation exp^nded 
with the idea how they might hß- readily tum^d iato 
cash, and the ^loney iayfsted in inuaense tracts of wild 
land, and shin^e palac^ in the wildero^ess. Nay, his 
busy fanqr ^eady reati;^Qd his hopes, and presented 
to him ihQ blpoming Katrina,, with a whole family of 
children, mcHmted on th^ t^. of a waggon loaded with 
househoid trumpeiy., wit^, pots ^ßd kettles d^n^yig 
beneath; and he beheld himself bestriding a paeirjg 
mare, witji a colt ajt. h&; heeU, setting qu% for I^ei^tucky, 
Tennessee, oi — the Lord knpws \5jhere! 

When he entered. the house, the conqmest of bis 
heajt wa? complete. It was one of those spapious farm- 
houses, with lughrri^geda but lowly-sloping roofs^ biiilt 
in the style handed down feom, the. first Dutch settiers. 
The low projecting eayes fonjaed a pia,ZÄa along the 
front, capable of being dosed up in bad weather. Under 
this were hung fiaüsj, h^^ess, various Utensils of hus- 
bandry, ^M^d nets for fishing ip the neighbouring river. 
Bendißs were buijt along the sides for summer U|se; 
and a great spinningrwheel at one end, and a dium 
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at the other, showed the various uses to which this im- 
portant porch might be devoted. From this piazza the 
wondeiing Ichabod entered the hall, which formed the 
centre of the mansion, and the place of usual residence. 
Here, rows of resplendent pewter, ranged on a long 
dresser, dazzled his eyes. In one comer stood a huge 
bag of wool ready to be spun; in another, a quantity 
of linsey-woolsey just from the loom; ears of Indian 
com, and strings of dried apples and peaches, hung in 
gay festoons along the walls, mingled with the gaud 
of red peppers; and a door left ajar gave him a peep 
into the best parlour, where the daw-footed chairs, and 
dark mahogany tables, shone like mirrors; andirons, 
with their accompanying shovel and tongs, glistened 
from their covert of asparagus tops; mock oranges and 
conch Shells decorated the mantel-piece; strings of 
various-coloured birds' eggs were suspended above it; 
a great ostrich egg was hung from the centre of the 
room, and a comer cupboard, knowingly left open, dis- 
played immense treasures of old silver and well-mended 
China. 

From the moment Ichabod laid his eyes upon these 
regions of delight, the peace of his mind was at an 
end, and his only study was how to gain the affections 
of the peerless daughter of Van Tassel. In this enter- 
prise, however, he had more real difficulties than gener- 
ally feU to the lot of a knight-errant of yore, who sel- 
dom had anjrthing but giants, enchanters, fiery dragons, 
and such-like easily conquered adversaries to contend 
with; and had to make his way merely through gates 
of iron and brass, and walls of adamant, to the casüe 
keep, where the lady of his heart was confined; all 
which he achieved as easily as a man would carve his 
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way to the centre of a Christmas pie, and then the 
lady gave him her band as a matter of course. Ichabod, 
on the contrary, had to win his way to the heart of a 
country coquette, beset with a labyrinth of whims and 
caprices, which were for ever presenting new difiicul- 
ties and impediments; and he had to encounter a host 
of fearful adversaries of real flesh and blood, the 
numerous rustic admirers, who beset every portal to 
her heart; keeping a watchful and angry eye upon each 
other, but ready to fly out in the common cause against 
any new competitor. 

Among these the most formidable was a burly, 
roaring, roystering blade, of the name of Abraham, or, 
according to the Dutch abbreviation, Brom Van Brunt, 
the hero of the country round, which rung with his 
feats of strength and hardihood. He was broad-shoul- 
dered and double-jointed, with short curly black hair, 
and a bluff, but not unpleasant countenance, having a 
mingled air of fim and arrogance. From his Herculean 
frame and great powers of limb, he had received the 
nickname of Brom Bones, by which he was universally 
known. He was famed for great knowledge and skill 
in horsemanship, being as dexterous on horseback as 
a Tartar. He was foremost at all races and cockfights; 
and, with the ascendancy which bodily strength always 
acquires in rustic life, was the umpire in all disputes, 
setting his hat on one side, and giving his decisions 
with an air and tone that admitted of no gainsay or 
appeal. He was always ready for either a fight or a 
frolic; had more mischief than ill-will in his composi- 
tion; and with all his overbearing roughness, there was 
a strong dash of waggish good-humour at bottom. He 
had three or four boon companions of his own stamp, 
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who regarded bim as their model, and at the head of 
whom he scoured the country, atteo^ing every scene 
of feud or merriment for mües round. In cold weather 
he was distinguished by a für cap, surmounted with a 
flaunting fox's tail; and whea the folks at a countiy 
gathering descried this well-known crest at a distance, 
whisking about among a squad of hard riders^ th^ 
alwa3rs stood by for a squall. Scmietimes his crew 
would be heard dashing along past the farm-houses at 
midnight, with whoop and halloo, like a troop of Don 
Cossacks; and the old dames, startled out of their 
sleep, would listen for a mcmient tili the hurry-scurry 
had dattered by, and then exdaim, "Ay, there goes 
Brom Bones and his gang!'' The neighbours looked 
upon him with a mixture of awe, admiration, and 
good-will; and when any madcap jMrank, or rustic 
brawl, occurred in the vicinity, always shook their 
headsy and wazranted Brom Bones was at the bottom 
of it 

This rantipole hero had for some time singled out 
the blooming Katrina Ibr the object of his uncouth 
gaUantries; mi though his amorous toyings were some- 
thing like the geQtle caresses and endeaiments of a 
bear, yet it was whispered that she did not altogcther 
discourage his hopes. Certain it is, his advances were 
Signals for rival candidates to retire, who feh no in- 
dination to cross a lion in his amours; insomuch, that 
when his horse was seen tied to Van Tassel's paling, 
on a Sunday night» (a sure sign that his master was 
courting, or, as it is termed, "sparking," within,) all 
other suitors passed by in despair, and cairied the war 
into other quarters. 

Such was the formidable rival with whom Ichabod 
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Crane had to contend: and, considering all things, a 
stouter man than he Would have shrunk from the com- 
Petition, and a wiser man would have despaired. He 
had, howcfver, a happy mixture of pliability and per- 
severance in his nature; he was in form and spirit like 
a supple-jack — ^yielding, but tough; though he bent, he 
never broke; and though he bowed beneath the slightest 
pressure, yet, the moment it was away — jerk! — he was 
as erect, and carried his head as high as ever. 

To have taken the field openly against his rival 
would have been madness; for he was not a man to 
be thwarted in his amours any more than that stormy 
lover Achilles. Ichabod, therefore, made his advances 
in a quiet and gently insinuating manner. Under 
Cover of his character of singing-master, he made fre- 
quent visits at the farm-house; not that he had any- 
thing to apprehend from the meddlesome interference 
of parents, which is so often a stumbling-block in the 
path of lovers. Bah Van Tassel was an easy, indulgent 
soul; he loved his daughter better even than his pipe, 
and, like a reasonable man and an excellent father, 
let her have her way in everything. His notable littie 
wife, too, had enough to do to attend to her house- 
keeping and manage the poultry; for, as she sagely 
observed, ducks and geese are foolish things, and must 
be looked after, but girls can take care of themselves. 
Thus while the busy dame bustled about the house, 
or plied her spinning-wheel at one end of the piazza, 
hcmest Balt would sit smoking his evening pipe at the 
Ofther, watching the achievements of a litüe wooden 
warrior, who, armed with a sword in each hand, was 
most valiantly fighting the wind on the pinnacle of the 
bam. In the mean time, Ichabod would carry on his 

27» 
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suit with the daughter by the side of the spring under 
the great elm, or saimtering along in the twilight, that 
hour so favourable to the lover's eloquence. 

I profess not to know how women's hearts are 
wooed and won. To me they have alwa)rs been matteis 
of riddle and admiration. Some seem to have but one 
viünerable point, or door of access; while others have 
a thousand avenues, and may be captured in a thou- 
sand different ways, It is a great triumph of skill to 
gain the former, but a still greater proof of generalship 
to maintain possession of the latter, for a man must 
battle for his fortress at every door and window. He 
that wins a thousand common hearts, is therefore en- 
titled to some renown; but he who keeps imdisputed 
sway over the heart of a coquette, is indeed a hero. 
Certain it is, this was not the case with the redoubtable 
Brom Bones; and from the moment Ichabod Crane 
made his advances, the interests of the former evi- 
dently declined; his horse was no longer seen tied at 
the palings on Sunday nights, and a deadly feud gra- 
dually arose between him and the preceptor of Sleepy 
Hollow. 

Brom, who had a degree of rough chivalry in his 
nature, would fain have carried matters to open war- 
fare, and have settled their pretensions to the lady, 
according to the mode of those most concise and 
simple reasoners, the knights-eixant of yore — ^by Single 
combat; but Ichabod was too consdous of the superior 
might of his adversary to enter the lists against him: 
he had overheard the boast of Bones, that he would 
"double the schoolmaster up, and put him on a shelf;" 
and he was too wary to give him an opportunity. 
There was something extremely provoking in this ob- 
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stinately pacific System; it left Brom no alternative but 
to draw upon the fimds of rustic waggery in his dis- 
position, and to play off boorish practica jokes upon 
his rival. Ichabod became the object of whimsical 
persecution to Bones, and his gang of rough riders. 
They harried his hitherto peaceful domains; smoked 
out his singing-school, by stopping up the chimney; 
broke into the school-house at night, in spite of its 
formidable fastenings of withe and window stakes, and 
tumed ever3rthing topsy-turvy: so that the poor sdiool- 
master began to think all the witches in the coimtry 
held their meetings there. But what was still more 
anno3dng, Brom took all opportunities of tuming him 
into ridicule in presence of his mistress, and had a 
scoundrel dog whom he taught to whine in the most 
ludicrous manner, and introduced as a rival of Icha- 
bod's to instruct her in psalmody. 

In this way matters went on for some time, without 
produdng any material efifect on the relative situations 
of the contending powers. On a fine autumnal after- 
noon, Ichabod, in pensive mood, sat enthroned on the 
lofty stool from whence he usually watched all the 
concems of his little literary realm. In his hand he 
swayed a ferule, that sceptre of despotic power; the 
birdh of justice reposed on three nails, behind the 
throne, a constant terror to evil-doers; while on the 
desk before him might be seen sundry contraband 
artides and prohibited weapons, detected upon the 
persons of idle urchins; such as half-munched apples, 
popguns, whirligigs, fly-cages, and whole legions of 
rampant little paper game-cocks. Apparentiy there 
had been some appalling act of justice recently in- 
flicted, for his scholars were all busily intent upon 
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their books, or slily whispering behind them wiüi one 
eye kept upon the master; and a kind of buzring still- 
ness reigned throughout tie school-room. It was sud- 
denly interrupted by the appearance of a ne^o in 
tow-doth jacket and trowsers, a round crowned frag- 
ment of a hat, like the cap of Mercury, and moimted 
on the back of a ragged, wild, half-broken colt, which 
he managed with a rope by way of halter. He came 
clattering up to the school door with an invitation to 
Ichabod to attend a merry-making, or "quilting frolic," 
to be held that evening at Mynheer Van TasseFs; and 
having delivered his message with that air of import- 
ance, and effort at fine language, which a negro is apt 
to display on petty embassies of the kind, he dashed 
over the brook, and was seen scampering away up the 
hollow, füll of the importance and hurry of his mis- 
sion. 

All was now bustle and hubbub in the late quiet 
school-room. The scholars were hurried through their 
lessons, without stopping at trifles; those who were 
nimble, skipped over half with impunity; and those 
who were tardy, had a smart application now and then 
in the rear, to quicken their speed, or help them over 
a tall Word. Books were flung aside without being 
put away on the shelves; inkstands were overtumed; 
benches thrown down; and the whole school was tumed 
loose an hour before the usual timej bursting forth 
like a legion of young imps, yelping and racketing 
about the green, in joy at their early emancipation. 

The gallant Ichabod now spent at least an extra 
half-hour at his toilet, brushing and furbishing up his 
best, and indeed only suit, of rusty black, and arrang- 
ing his looks by a bit of broken looking-glass, that hung 



dby Google 



THE LEGEND OF SLEEPY HOLLOW. 4^3 

tlp in the school-house. That he might make bis ap* 
pearance before bis mistress in tbe true style of a 
cavalier, be borrowed a borse from tbe farmer witb 
wbom be was domiciliated, a cboleric old Dutcbman, 
of tbe name of Hans Van R^per, and tbus gallantly 
mounted» issued forth, like a knigbt-eirant in quest of 
adv^itures. But it is mcet I sbould, in the trae spirit 
of romantic stoiy, give some account of the looks and 
equipments of my bero and bis steed» The animal 
he bestrode was a broken-down plough borse, that had 
outlived almost everything but bis vidousness. He 
was gaiint and shagged, with a ewe neck and a bead 
like a bannner; bis rusty mane and tail were tangled 
and knotted with burrs; one ejt had lost its pupil, and 
was glaring and spectral; but tbe other had tbe gleam 
of a genuine devil in it Still he must have had fire 
and mettle in bis day, if we may judge from bis name, 
which was Gunpowdcr. He had, in fact, been a 
favourite steed of bis mastefs, tbe cboleric Van Ripper, 
who was a furious rider, and had infiised, very pro- 
bably, some of bis own spirit into the animal; for, old 
and broken-down as be looked, there was more lurk- 
ing deviltiy in bim than in any young filly in the 
country. 

Icbabod was a suitable figure fcn: such a steed. 
He rode with short stirrups, which broi^bt bis knees 
nearly up to the pommel of tbe saddle; bis sharp 
elbows stuck out like grass-boppers*; he carried bis 
whip perpendicularly in bis band, like a sceptre, and, 
as the borse jogged on, tbe motion of bis arms was 
not imlike the flapping of a pair of wings. A small 
wool hat rested on tihe top of bis nose, for so bis 
scanty strip of forebead might be called; and tbe skirts 
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of bis black coat fluttered out abnost to the horse'ä 
tail. Such was the appearance of Ichabod and bis 
steed as they shambled out of the gate of Hans Van 
Kipper, and it was altogetber such an apparition as is 
seldom to be met with in broad daylight 

It was, as I have said, a fine autumnal day; the sky 
was dear and serene, and nature wore that rieh and 
golden livery which we alwajrs assodate with the idea 
of abundance. The forests had put on their sober 
brown and yellow, while some trees of the tenderer 
kind had been nipped by the frosts into brilliant dyes 
of orange, purple, and scarlet Screaming files of wild 
ducks began to make their appearance high in the 
air; the bark of the squirrel might be heard from the 
groves of beech and hickory nuts, and the pensive 
whistle of the quail at intervals from the neighbouring 
stubble field. 

The small birds were taking their farewell ban- 
quets. In the ftdness of their revelry, they lluttered, 
chirping and frolicking, from bush to bush, and tree to 
tree, capridous from the very profusion and variety 
around them. There was the honest codc-robin, the 
favourite game of stripling sportsmen, with its loud 
querulous note; and the twittering blackbirds fljdng in 
sable douds; and the golden-winged woodpecker, with 
bis crimson crest, bis broad black gorget, and splendid 
plumage; and the cedar-bird, with its red-tipt wings 
and yellow-tipt tail, and its little monteiro cap of 
feathers; and the blue jay, that noisy coxcomb, in bis 
gay light-blue coat and white under-dothes; screaming 
and chattering, nodding and bobbing and bowing, and 
pretending to be on good terms with every songster 
of the grove. 
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As Ichabod jogged slowly on bis way, bis eye, ever 
öpen to every S3rmptoin of culinaxy abundance, ranged 
with deligbt over tiie treasures of jolly autumn« On all 
sides be bebeld vast störe of apples; some banging in 
oppressive opulence on the trees; some gatbered into 
baskets and barreis for tbe market; otbers beaped up 
in rieh piles for tbe dder-press, Fartber on be bebeld 
great fields of Indian com, witb its golden ears peeping 
from tbeir leafy coverts, and bolding out tbe promise 
of cakes and basty-pudding; and tbe yellow pumpkins 
l3dng beQeatb tbem, tuming up tbeir fair round beilies 
to tbe sun, and giving ample prospects of tbe most 
luxurious of pies; and anon be passed tbe fragrant 
buck-wbeat fields, breatbing tbe odour of tbe bee-bive, 
and as be bebeld tbem, soft antidpations stole over 
bis mind of dainty slapjadcs, well buttered, and 
gaxnisbed witb boney or treade, by tbe delicate little 
dimpled band of Katrina Van TasseL 

Tbus feeding bis mind witb many sweet tbougbts 
and "sugared suppositions," be joumeyed along tbe 
sides of a ränge of bills whidi look out upon some of 
tbe goodliest scenes of tbe migbty Hudson. Tbe sun 
gradually wbeeled bis broad disk down into tbe west. 
The Wide bosom of tbe Tappaan Zee lay motionless and 
glassy, excepting tbat bere and tbere a gentle undulation 
waved and prolonged tbe blue sbadow of tbe distant 
mountain. A few amber douds floated in tbe sky 
witbout a breath of air to move tbem. The borizon 
was of a fine golden tint, dianging gradually into a 
pure apple-green, and from tbat into Üie deep blue of 
tbe mid-beaven. A slanting ray lingered on tbe woody 
crests of tbe predpices tbat overbung some parts of 
tbe river, giving greater deptb to tbe dark grey and 
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purple of their rocky sides. A sloop was loitermg In 
the distanoe, dropping slowly down with the Hde, hsx 
sali hanging uselessly against the mast; and as the 
reflection of the sky gleamed along the still water, it 
seemed as if the vessel was suspended in the air. 

It was towards evening that Ichabod airived at the 
Castle of the Heer Van Tassel, which he found thronged 
with the pride and flower of the adjacent country. 
Old farmers, a spare leatbaii-£a<:ed race, in homespun 
coats and ^eeches, blue stockings, huge shoes, and 
magnificent pewter buckles. Their brisk, withered 
little dames in dose crimped caps, long-waisted short 
gowns, homespim petticoats, with scisscMrs and pin- 
cushions, and gay calico podcets hanging on the out- 
side. Buxom lasses, almost as antiquated as their 
mothers, excepting where a straw hat, a fine riband, 
or perhaps a white frock, gave Symptoms of city inno- 
vations. The sons in short square-^kirted coats with 
rows of stupendous brass buttons, and their hair 
generally queued in the fashion of the times, especially 
if they could procure an eel-skin for the purpose, it 
being esteemed, throughout the country, as a potent 
nourisher and strengthener of the hair. 

Brom Bones, however, was the hero of the scene, 
having come to the gathering on his favourite steed 
Daredevil, a creature like himself, füll of mettle and 
which no one but himself could manage. He was, in 
fact, noted for preferring vicious animals, given to all 
kinds of tricks which kept the rider in constant risk 
of his neck, for he held a tractable well-broken horse 
as imworthy of a lad of spirit 

Fain would I pause to dwell upon the world of 
charms that burst upon the enraptured gaze of my 
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hero, as he entered tlie State parlour of Van Tassel's 
mansion. Not those of the bevy of buxom lasses, with 
their luxurious display of red and white; but the ample 
chaims of a genuine Dutch country tea-table, in the 
sumptuous time of autumn. Such heaped-up platters 
of cakes of various and ahnost indescribable kinds, 
known only to experienced Dutdi housewives! There 
was the doughty dough-nut, the tender oly-koek, and 
the crisp and crumbling cnüler; sweet-cakes and short- 
cakes, ginger-cakes and honey-cakes, and the whole 
family of ckkes. And then there wejre apple-pies and 
peach-pies and pumpkin-pies; besides slices of ham 
and smoked beef; and, moreover, delectable dishes of 
preserved plums, and peaches, and pears, and quinces; 
not to mention broiled shad and roasted chickens; 
together with bowls of milk and ci:eam, all mingled 
higgledy-piggledy, pretty mudi as I have enumerated 
them, with the motherly tea-pot sending up its douds 
of vapour from the midst — ^Heaven bless the mark! I 
want breath and time to discuss this banquet as it 
deserves, and am too eager to get on with my story. 
Happily Ichabod Crane was not in so great a hurry as 
his historian, but did ample justice to every dainty. 

He was a kind and thankful toad, whose heart di- 
lated in prc^rtion as his skin was filled with good 
cheer; and whose spirits rose with eating as some men's 
do with drinL He could not help, too, rolling his 
large eyes round him as he ate, and chuckling with 
the possibility that he might one day be lord of all this 
scene of ahnost imimaginable luxuiy and splendour. 
Then, he thought, how soon he'd tum his back upon 
the old school-house; snap his fingers in the face of 
.Hans Van Ripper, and every other niggardly patron, 
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and kick any itinerant pedagogue out of doors thal 
should dare to call him comrade! 

Old Baltus Van Tassel moved about among his 
guests with a face dilated with content and good- 
hümour, round and jolly as the harvest-moon. His 
hospitable attentions were brief but expressive, being 
confined to a shake of the band, a slap on the Shoulder, 
a loud laugh, and a pressing invitation to "fall to, and 
help themselves." 

And now the sound of the music from the common 
room, or hall, summoned to the dance. The musician 
was an old grey-headed negro, who had been the 
itinerant orchestra of the neighbourhood, for more than 
half-a-century. His instrument was as old and as bat- 
tered as himself. The greater part of the time he 
scraped away on two or three strings, accompanying 
every movement of the bow with a motion of the head; 
bowing almost to the groimd, and stamping with his 
foot whenever a fresh couple were to Start 

Ichabod prided himself upon his dandng as much 
as upon his vocal powers. Not a limb, not a fibre, 
about him was idle; and to have seen his loosely-hung 
frame in füll motion, and dattering about the room, 
you would have thought Saint Vitus Imnself, that blessed 
patron of the dance, was figuring before you in person. 
He was the admiration of all the negroes; who, having 
gathered, of all ages and sizes, from the farm and the 
neighbourhood, stood forming a pyramid of shining 
black faces at every door and window: gazing with 
delight at the scene; rolling their white eyeballs, and 
showing grinning rows of ivory fix)m ear to ear. How 
could the flogger of urchins be otherwise than animated 
and joyous? the lady of his heart was his partner iu 
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the dance, and smiled gradously in reply to all his 
amorous oglings; while Brom Bones, sorely smitten with 
love and jealousy, sat brooding by himself in one comer. 

When the dance was at an end, Ichabod was at- 
tracted to a knot of the sager folks, who, with old Van 
Tassel, sat smoking at one end of the piazza, gossip- 
ing over former times, and drawling out long stories 
about the war. 

This neighbourhood, at the time of which I am 
speaking, was one of those highly-favoured places which 
abound with chronide and great men. The British and 
American line had nm near it dnring the war; it had, 
therefore, been the scene of marauding, and infested 
with refugees, cow-boys, and all kinds of border chivalry. 
Just suffident time had elapsed to enable eadi story- 
teller to dress up his tale with a little becoming fiction, 
and, in the indistinctness of his recollection, to make 
himself the hero of every exploit 

There was the story of Dofiiie Martling, a large blue- 
bearded Dutchman, who had nearly taken a British 
frigate with an old iron nine-poimder from a mud breast- 
work, only that his gun burst at the sixth discharge. 
And there was an old gentleman who shall be name- 
less, being too rieh a mynheer to be lightly mentioned, 
who, in the battle of Whiteplains, being an excellent 
master of defence, parried a musket-ball with a small 
sword, insomudi that he absolutely feit it whiz round 
the blade, and glance off at the hilt: in proof of which, 
he was ready at any time to show the sword, with the 
hilt a little bent There were several more who had 
been equally great in the field, not one of whom but 
was persuaded that he had a considerable hand in 
bringing the war to a happy termination. 
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But all these were nothing to the tales of gliosts 
and apparitions that succeeded. The neighbourhood is 
rieh in legendary treasures of the kind. Local tales and 
superstitions thrive best in these sheltered long-settled 
retreats; but are trampled under foot by the shifting 
throng that forms the population of most of our country 
places. Besides, there is no encoiuragement for ghosts 
in most of our villages, for they have scaxce had time 
to take their first nap, and tum themselves in their 
graves, before their surviving friends have travelled 
away from the neighbourhood; so that when they tum 
out at night to walk their rounds, they have no ac- 
quaintance left to call upon. This is perhaps the reason 
why we so seldom hear of ghosts except in our long- 
established Dutch communities. 

The immediate cause, however, of the prevalence 
of supematural stories in these parts, was doubtless 
owing to the vicinity of Sleepy HoUow. There was a 
contagion in the very air that blew from that haunted 
region; it breathed forth an atmosphere of dreams and 
fandes infecting all the land. Several of the Sleepy 
Hollow pec^le were present at Van TasseFs, and, as 
usual, were doling out their wild and wonderful legends. 
Many dismal tales were told about funeral trains, and 
moumful cries and wailings heard and seen about the 
great tree where the unfortunate Major Andr6 was taken, 
and which stood in the neighbourhood. Some mention 
was made also of the woman in white, that haunted 
the dark glen at Raven Rock, and was often heard to 
shriek on winter nights befwe a storm, having perished 
there in the snow. The chief part of the stories, how- 
ever, tumed upon the favourite Spectre of Sleepy Hollow, 
the headless horseman, who had been heard several 
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times of late, patrolling the countiy, and, it was said, 
tethered bis borse ni^tly among the graves in the 
churchyard. 

The sequestered Situation of this church seems 
always to have made it a iavourite haunt of troubled 
spirits. It Stands on a knoll, surrounded by locust- 
trees and lofty ehns, from among which its decentwhite- 
washed walls shine modestly forth, like Christian purity, 
beaming through the shades of retirement A gentle 
slope descends firom it to a silver sheet of water, 
bordered by high trees, between which peeps may be 
caught at the blue hüls of the Hudson. To look upon 
its grass-grown yard, where the sunbeams seem to sleep 
so quieüy, oae would think that there at least the dead 
might rest in peace. On one side of the church ex- 
tends a wide woody dell, along which raves a large 
brook among broken rocks and trunks of fallen trees. 
Over a deep black part of the stream, not fax from the 
church, was formerly thrown a wooden bridge; the road 
that led to it and the bridge itself, were thickly shaded 
by overhanging trees, which cast a gloom about it, even 
in the daytime; but occasioned a fearful darkness at 
night Such was one of the favourite haunts of the 
headless horseman, and the place where he was most 
frequently encountered. The tale was told of old 
Brouwer, a most heretical disbeliever in ghosts, how he 
met the horseman retuming from his foray into Sleepy 
Hollow, and was obliged to get up behind him; how 
they galloped over bush and brake, over hill and swamp, 
until they reached the bridge; when the horseman sud- 
denly tumed into a skeleton, threw old Brouwer into 
the brook, and sprang away over the tree tops with a 
dap of thunder. 
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This Story was immediately matched by a Üirice 
marvellous adventure of Brom Bones, who made light 
of the Galloping Hessian as an arrant Jockey. He af- 
finned, that on retuming one night from tbe neigh- 
bouring village of Sing-Sing, he had been overtaken by 
this midnight trooper; that he had ofFered to race with 
him for a bowl of punch, and should have won it too, 
for Daredevil beat the gobiin horse all hollow, but just 
as they came to the church bridge, the Hessian bolted, 
and vanished in a flash of fire. 

All these tales, told in that drowsy under-tone with 
which men talk in the dark, the countenances of the 
listeners only now and then receiving a casual gleam 
from the glare of a pipe, sunk deep in the mind of 
Ichabod. He repaid them in kind with large extracts 
from his invalnable author, Cotton Mather, and added 
many marvellous events that had taken place in his 
native State of Connecticut, and fearftd sights which 
he had seen in his nightly walks about Sleepy Hollow. 
. The revel now gradually broke up< The cid 
farmers gathered together their families in their Wag- 
gons, and were heard for some time rattling along the 
hollow roads, and over the distant hills. Some of the 
damsels mounted on pillions behind their favourite 
swains, and their light-hearted laughter, mingling with 
the clatter of hoofs, echoed along the silent wood- 
lands, sounding fainter and fainter until they gradually 
died away — and the late scene of noise and frolic was 
all silent and deserted. Ichabod only lingered behind, 
according to the custom of country lovers, to have a 
We-ä-ttte with the heiress; ftdly convinced that he 
was now on the high road to success. What passed 
at this interview I will not pretend to say, for in fact 
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I do not know. Something, however, I fear me, must 
have gone wrong, for he eertainly sallied forth, after 
no very great interval, with an air quite desolate and 
chop-fallen. — Oh these women! these women! Could 
that girl have been playing off any of her coquettish 
tricks? — ^Was her encouragement of the poor pedagogue 
all a mere sham to secure her conquest of his rivial? 
— ^Heaven only knows, not I! — ^Let it suffiee to say, 
Ichabod stole forth with the air of one who had been 
sacking a hen-roost, rather than a fair lady's heart. 
Without looking to Ihe right or left to notice the scene 
of rural wealth, on which he had so often gloated, he 
went straigbt to the stable, and with several hearty 
cufi^ and kicks, roused his steed most imcourteously 
from the comfortable quarters in which he was soundly 
sleeping, dreaming of mountains of com and oats, and 
whde Valleys of timothy and clover. 

It was Üie very witching time of night that Miabod, 
heavy-hearted and crest-fallen, pursued his travel home- 
wards, along the sides of the lofly hills which rise 
above Tarry Town, and which he had traversed so 
cheerily in the aftemoon. The honr was as dismal as 
himself. Far below him, the Tappaan Zee spread its 
dusky and indistinct waste of waters, with here and 
there the tall mast of a sloop, riding quietly at anchor 
under the land. In the dead hush of midnight, he 
could even hear the barking of the watch-dog from 
the opposite shore of the Hudson; but it was so vague 
and faint as only to give an idea of his distance from 
this faithfiil companion of man. Now and then, too, 
the long-drawn crowing of a cock, accidentally awakened, 
would sound fax, far off, from some farm-house away 
among the hills — but it was like a dreaming sound in 
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his ear. No signs of life occurred near him, but oc- 
casionally the melancholy dbirp of a cricket, or per- 
haps the guttural twang of a bull-firog, from a neigh- 
bouring marsh, as if sleeping uncomfortably, and tum- 
ing suddenly in his bed. 

All the stories of ghosts and goblins that he had 
heard in the aitemoon now came crowding upon his 
recollection, The night grew darker and darker; the 
Stars seemed to sink deeper in the sky, and driving 
douds occaßionally hid them from his sight He had 
never feit so lonely and dismaL He was, moreover, 
approaehing the very place where many of the scenes 
of the ghost stories had been laid. In the centre of 
the road stood an enormous tulip tree, which towered 
like a giant above all the other trees of the neighbour- 
hoody and formed a kind of land-mark. Its limbs were 
knaxled and fantastic, large enough to form trunks for 
ordinary trees, twisting down almost to the earth, and 
rising again into the air. It was connected with the 
tragical stoiy of the imfortunate Andrö, who had been 
taken prisoner hard by; and was universally known by 
the name of Major Andr^'s tree. The common people 
regaxded it with a mixture of respect and superstition, 
partly oüt of sympathy for the fate of its ill-starred 
namesake, and partly from the tales of stränge sights 
and dolefrd lamentations told conceming it 

As Ichabod approached this fearfrd tree, he began 
to whistle: he ^ought his whistle was answered; it 
was buit a blast sweeping shaiply through the dry 
branches. As he approached a little nearer, he thought 
he saw something white, hanging in the midst of the 
tree; he paused and ceased whistling; but on looking 
inore najrowly, perceived that it was a place where 
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the tree had been scathed by lightning, and the white 
wood laid bare. Suddenly he heard a groan — ^his 
teeth chattered, and his knees smote against thesaddle: 
it was but the rubbing of one hnge bongh upon an- 
other, as they were swayed about by the breeze. He 
passed the tree in safety, but new perils lay before him. 

Abont two hundred yards firom the tree a small 
brook crossed the road, and ran into a marshy and 
thickly-wooded glen, known by the name of Wiley's 
swamp. A few rough logs, laid side by side, served for a 
bridge over this stream. On that side of the road 
where the brook entered the wood, a group of oaks 
and chestnuts, matted thick with wild grape-vines, 
threw a cavemous gloom over it To pass this bridge 
was the severest trial. It was at this identical spot 
that the unfortunate Andrö was captured, and under 
the covert of those chestnuts and vines were the sturdy 
yeomen concealed who surprised him. This has ever 
since been considered a haunted stream, and fearful 
are the feelings of the schoolboy who has to pass it 
alone after dark. 

As he approached the stream, his heart began to 
thump; he summoned up, however, all his resolution, 
gave his horse half-a-score of kicks in the ribs, and 
attempted to dash briskly across the bridge; but in- 
stead of starting forward, the perverse old animal made 
a lateral movement, and ran broadside against the 
fence. Ichabod, whose fears increased with the delay, 
jerked the reins on the other side, and kicked lustily 
with the contrary foot: it was all in vain; his steed 
Started, it is true, but it was only to plunge to the op- 
posite side of the road into a thicket of brambles and 
elderbushes. The school-master now bestowed both 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



430 THE LEQEND OP SLEEPY HOLLOW. 

whip and heel upon the starveling ribs of old Gun- 
powder, who dashed forward, snuffling and, snorting, 
but came to a stand just by the bridge with a sud- 
denness that had nearly s^nt bis rider sprawUng over 
bis head. Just at tiiiis. moment a plashy tramp by the 
side of the bridge caught tihye sensitive ear of Ichabod. 
In the dark shadow of the grove^ on the margin of 
the brook, he beheld something l^uge, mis-shapen, black, 
and towering. It stirred not, but seemed gathered up 
in the gloom, like some gigantic monster ready to 
spring upon the traveller. 

The hair of the aflfrighted p^dagogue rose upon his 
head with terror. Wl^t Y^ß» to be done? To tum 
and fly was now tpo lßi,e; and besides, what chance 
was there of escaping ghost or gobiin, if such it was, 
which could ride upon the wings of the wind? Sum- 
moning up, therefore, a show of courage, he de- 
manded, in Stammering accents, — **Wh9 are you?" 
He received no reply. He repeated his d^mand in a 
still more agitated voice- Still there was no answer, 
Once more he cudgelled the sides of the inflexible 
Gunpowder, and shutting his eyes, broke forth with 
involuntary fervour into a psalm tune. Just then the 
shadpwy object of alarm put itself in motion, and with 
a scramble and a bound, stood at once in Üie middle 
of the road. Though the night was dark and dismal, 
yet the form of the unknown might now in some de- 
gree be ascertained. He appeared to be a horseman 
of large dimensions, and mounted on a black horse of 
powerful frame. He made no offer of molestation or 
sociability, but kept aloof on one side of the road, 
jogging along on the blind side of old Gunppwder, who 
had now got over his fright and waywardness. 
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Ichabod, who had no relish for this stränge mid- 
night companion, and bethought himself of the ad- 
venture of Brom Bones with the Galloping Hessian, 
now quickened bis steed, in hopes of leaving bim be- 
hind. The stranger, however, quickened his horse to 
an equal pace. Ichabod puUed üp, and feil into a 
walk, thinking to lag behind — ^the other did the same. 
His heart began to sink within him; he endeavoured 
to resume his psalm tune, but his parched tongue clove 
to the roof of his mouth, and he could not ntter a 
stave. There was something in the moody and dogged 
silence of this pertinacious companion, that was mys- 
sterions and appalling. It was soon fearftilly accounted 
for. On mounting a rising ground, which brought the 
figiure of his fellow-traveller in relief against the sky, 
gigantic in height, and muffled in a cloak, Ichabod 
was horror-struck, on perceiving that he was headless! 
— but his horror was still more increased, on observ- 
ing that the head, which should have rested on his 
Shoulders, was carried before him on the pommel of 
the saddle! his terror tose to desperation; he rained a 
shower of kicks and Hows upon Gunpowder, hoping, 
by a sudden movement, to give his companion the slip 
— but the spectre started füll jump with him. Away 
then they dashed, through thick and thin; stones 
flying, and sparks flashing, at every bound. Ichabod's 
flimsy garments fluttered in the air, as he stretdied his 
long lank body away over his horse's head, in the 
eagemess of his flight 

They had liow reached the road which tums ofF to 
Sleepy Hollow; but Gunpowder, Who seemed possessed 
with a demon, instead of keeping up it, made an op- 
posite tum, and plunged headlong down-hill to the 
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left This road leads through a sandy hollow, ^aded 
by trees for about a quarter of a mile, where it crosses 
the bridge famous in goblin story, and just beyond 
swells the green knoll on which Stands the white- 
washed church. 

As yet the panic of the steed had given his un- 
skilful rider an apparent advantage in the chase; but 
just as he had got half-way through the hollow, the 
girths of the saddle gave way, and he feit it slipping 
from under him. He seized it by the pommel, and 
endeavoured to hold it firm, but in vain; and had 
just time to save himself by clasping old Gunpowder 
round the neck, when the saddle feil to the earth, and 
he heard it trampled under foot by his pursuer. For 
a moment the terror of Hans Van Ripper's wrath 
passed across his mind — for it was his Sixnday saddle; 
but this was no time for petty fears; the goblin was 
hard on his haunches; and (unskilfiü rider that he 
was!) he had much ado to maintain his seat; some- 
times slipping on one side, sometimes on another, and 
sometimes jolted on the high ridge of his horse's back- 
bone, with a violence that he verily feared would deave 
him asunder. 

An opening in the trees now cheered him with the 
hopes that the church bridge was at hand. The waver- 
ing reflection of a silver star in the bosom of the brook 
told him that he was not mistaken. He saw the walls 
of the church dimly glaring under the trees beyond. 
He recoUected the place where Brom Bones' ghostly 
competitor had disappeared. "If I can but readi that 
bridge," thought Ichabod, "I am safe." Just then he 
heard the black steed panting and blowing close be- 
hind him; he even fanded that he feit his hot breath* 
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Another convukive kick in the ribs, and old Gun- 
powder sprang upon the bridge; he thundered over 
the resotinding planks; he gained the opposite side; 
and now Ichabod cast a look behind to see if his 
pursuer should vanish^ according to rule, in a flash of 
fire and brimstone. Just then he saw the gobiin rising 
in his stirraps, and in the very act of hurlmg his head 
at him. Ichabod endeavoured to dodge the homble 
missile, but too late. It encountered his craninm with 
a tremendous crash — ^he was tumbled headlong into 
the dust, and Gunpowder, the black steed, and the 
gobiin rider, passed by like a whirlwind« 

The next moming the old horse was fotmd with- 
out his saddle, and with the bridle under his feet, 
soberly cropping the grass at his master's gate. Ichabod 
did not make Ins appearance at breakfast — dinner-hour 
came, but no Ichabod. The boys assembled at the 
school-house, and strolled idly about the banks of the 
brook; but no schoolmaster. Hans Van Ripper now 
began to feel some uneasiness about the fate of poor 
Ichabod and his saddle. An inquiiy was set on foot, 
and after diligent investigation they came upon his 
traces. In one part of the road leading to the church 
was found the saddle trampled in the dirt; the tracks 
of horses' hoofs deeply dented in the road, and evi- 
dently at furious speed, were traced to the bridge, 
beyond which, on the bank of a broad part of die 
brook, where the water ran deep and black, was found 
the hat of the unfortunate Ichabod, and dose beside 
it a shattered pumpkin. 

The brook was searched, but the body of the 
schoolmaster was not to be discovered. Hans Van 
Ripper, as executor of his estate, examined the bündle 
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which contained all bis worldly effects. They con- 
sisted of two Shirts and a half; two Stocks for the neck; 
a pair or two of worsted stockings; an <M pair of 
corduroy small-dothes; a msty razor; a book of psahn 
tiines, füll of dog's eais; and a brc^en pitdi-pipe. As 
to the books and fumiture of the school-honse, they 
belonged to the Community, excepting Cotton Mather's 
History of Witchcraft, a New England Almana<±, and 
a book of dreams and fortune-telling; in which last 
was a sheet of Ibolscap weada. scribbled and blotted in 
seyeral fruitless attempts to make a copy of verses in 
honom- of the heiress of Van TasseL These magic 
books and the poetic scrawl were forthwith consigned 
to the flames by Hans Van Ripper; who from that 
time forward determined to send his children no more 
to school; observing, that he never knew any good 
come of this same reading and writing. Whatever 
money the schoolmaster possessed, and he had re- 
ceived his quarter's pay but a day or two before, he 
must have had about his person at the time of his 
disappearance. 

The mysterious event caused much speculation at 
the church on the following Sunday. Knots of gazers 
and gossips were collected in the churchyard, at the 
bridge, and at the spot where the hat and pmnpkin 
had been fomid. The stories of Brouwer, of Bones, 
and a whole budget of others, were called to mind; 
, and when they had diligently considered them all, 
and compared them with the Symptoms of the present 
case, they shook their heads, and came to the con- 
dusion that Ichabod had been carried off by the Gal- 
loping Hessian. As he was a bachelor, and in nobod)r's 
debt, nobody troubled his head any more about him: 
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the school was removed to a difFerent quarter of the 
Hollow, and another pedagogue reigned in bis stead. 

It is true, an old farmer who had been down to 
New York on a visit several years after, and from 
whom this account of the ghostly adventure was re- 
ceived, brought home the intelligence that Ichabod 
Crane was stül alive; that he had left the neighbour- 
hood partly through fear of the gobiin and Hans Van 
Ripper, and partly in mortification at having been sud- 
denly dismissed by the heiress; that he had changed 
his quarters to a distant part of the country; had kept 
school and studied law at the same time; had been 
admitted to the bar, tumed politician, electioneered, 
written for the newspapers, and finally had been made 
a justice of the Ten Pound Court Brom Bones, too, 
who shortly after his rival's disappearance conducted 
the Wooming Katrina in triumph to the altar, was ob- 
served to look exceedingly knowing whenever the story 
of Ichabod was related, and always burst into a hearty 
laugh at the mention of the pumpkin; which led some 
to suspect that he knew more about the matter than 
he chose to teil. 

The old country wives, however, who are the best 
judges of these matters, maintain to this day, that 
Ichabod was spirited away by supematural means; and 
it is a favourite story often told about the neighbour- 
hood round the winter evening fire. The bridge be- 
came more than ever an object of superstitious awe; 
and that may be the reason why the road has been 
altered of late years, so as to approach the church by 
the border of the mill-pond. The school-house being 
deserted, soon feil to decay, and was reported to be 
haunted by the gho$t of the unfortunate pedagogue^ 
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and the ploughboy, loitering homeward of a still Sum- 
mer evening, has often fancied bis voice at a distance, 
chanting a melancholy psalm-tune among the tranquil 
solitudes of Sleepy HoÜow* 



POSTSCRIPT. 

FOUKD IN THS HANDWKITING OP MR. KNICKERBOCKBR. 

The preceding Tale is given, almost in the precise 
words in which I heard it related at a Corporation 
meeting of the ancientcityof theManhattoes,* at which 
were present many of its sagest and most illustrious 
burghers. The narrator was a pleasant, shabby, gen- 
tlemanly old fellow, in pepper-and-salt clothes, with a 
sadly humorous face; and one whom I strongly sus- 
pected of being poor, — ^he made such efForts to be 
entertaining. When his story was concluded, there 
was much laughter and approbation, particularly from 
two or three deputy aldermen, who had been asleep 
the greater part of the time. There was, however, one 
tall, dry-looking, oldgentleman, with beetling eyebrows, 
who maintained a grave and rather severe face through- 
out: now and then folding his arms, inclining his head, 
and looking down upon the floor, as if tuming a doubt 
over in his mind. He was one of your wary men, who 
never laugh, but upon good grounds— when they have 
reason and the law on their side. When the nurth of 
the rest of the Company had subsided, and silence was 
restored, he leaned one arm on the elbow of his chair, 
and sticking the other a-kimbo, demanded, with a slight, 
♦ New York. 
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but exceedingly sage motion of the head, and con- 
traction of the brow, what was the moral of the story, 
and what it went to prove. 

The story-teller, who was just putting a glass of 
wine to his Ups as a refireshment after his toils, paused 
for a moment, looked at his enquirer with an air of 
infinite deference, and lowering the glass slowly to the 
table, observed, that the story was intended most 
logically to prove: — 

"That there is no Situation in life but has its ad- 
vantages and pleasures — ^provided we will but take a 
joke as we find it 

"That, therefore, he that runs races with gobiin 
troopers, is likely to have rough riding of it: 

^^Ergo, for a country schoolmaster to be refused 
the hand of a Dutch heiress, is a certain step to high 
preferment in the State." 

The cautious old gentleman knit his brows tenfold 
doser after this explanation, being sorely puzzled by 
the ratiocination of the syllogism; while, methought, 
the one in pepper and salt eyed him with something 
of a triumphant leer. At length, he observed, that all 
this was very well, but still he thought the story a little 
on the extravagant — ^there were one or two points on 
which he had his doubts. 

"Faith, Sir," replied the story-teller, "as to that 
matter, I don't believe one-half of it myself " 

D. K. 
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*'Go, little bookc, God send thee good passage» 
And specially let tliis be Üiy prayere, 
ünto them all that thee will read ör he&t, 
Where thou art wrong, after their 'kolp to call, 
Thee to correct in anj part or alL ^ 

Chaucer's Beile Dame sans Mercie. 

In conduding this volumc* of the Sketch Book, 
the AuthcM- cannot but (exjMress his deep s^ise of the 
indulgence with which his first has been reowved, and 
of the liberal disposition that has been evinced to 
treat him with kindness as a stranger. Even the 
critics, whatever may be said of them by others, he 
has found to be a singulaiiy genüe and goodnEiatured 
race; it is true that eadi has in tum objected to some 
(me or two artides, and that these individual excep- 
tions, taten in the aggregate, would amount almost to 
a total condemnation of his work; but then he has 
been consoled by observing, that what one has parti- 
cularly censured, another has as particularly praised; 
and thusy the encomiums being set off against the ob- 
jections, he finds his work, upon the whole, commended 
far beyond its deserts. 

He is aware that he runs a risk of forfeiting mudi 

of this kind favour by not foUowing the counsel that 

♦ A fonner edition of this work was published in two volumes. 
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has been liberally bestowed upon hxm; for where 
abundance of valuable advice is given gratis, it may 
seem a man's own fault if he should go astray. He 
only can say, in bis vindication, that he faithfully de- 
termmed, for a time, to govem himself in his second 
volume by the opinions passed upon his first; but he 
was soon brought to a stand by the contrariety of ex- 
cellent counsel. One kindly advised him to avoid the 
ludicrotis; another to shun the pathetic; a third assured 
him that he was tolerable at description, but cautioned 
him to leave narrative alone; while a fourth dedared 
that he had a very pretty knack at tuming a story, 
and was really entertaining when in a pensive mood, 
but was grievously mistaken if he imagined himself to 
possess a spark of humour. 

Thus perplexed by the advice of his friends, who 
each in tum closed some particular path, but left him 
all the World beside to ränge in, he found that to 
follow all their counsels would, in fact, be to stand 
still. He remained for a time sadly embarrassed; 
when, all at once, the thought Struck him to ramble 
on as he had begun; that his work being miscellaneous, 
and wiitttn for different himiours, it could not be exr 
pected that any one would be pleased with the whole; 
but that if it should contain something to suit each 
reader, his end would be completely answered. Few 
guests sit down to a varied table with an equal ap- 
petite for every dish. One has an elegant horror of a^ 
roasted pig; another holds a curry or a devil in utter 
abomination; a third cannot tolerate the ancient flavour 
of venison and wild fowl; and a fourth, of truly mas- 
culine stomach, looks with sovereign contempt on those 
knick-knacks here and there dished up for the ladies. 
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Thus each article is condemned in its tum; and yet, 
amidst this variety of appetites, seldom does a dish 
go away from the table without being tasted and 
relished by some one or other of the guests. 

With Üiese considerations he ventures to serve up 
this volume; simply requesting the reader, if he should 
find here and there something to please him, to rest 
assured that it was written expressly for intelligent 
readers like himself; but entreating him, should he 
find anything to dislike, to tolerate it, as one of those 
articles which the author has been obliged to write 
for readers of a less refined taste. 

To be serious. — The author is conscious of the 
numerous faults and imperfections of his work; and 
well aware how little he is disdplined and accom- 
plished in the axts of authorship. His deficiencies 
are also increased by a diffidence arising firom his 
peculiar Situation. He finds himself writing in a 
Strange land, and appearing before a public which he 
has been accustomed, from diildhood, to regard with 
the highest feelings of awe and reverence. He is füll 
of solicitude to deserve their approbation, yet finds 
that very solicitude continually embarrassing his powers, 
and depriving him of that ease and confidence which 
are necessary to successful exertion. Still the kind- 
ness with which he is treated encourages him to go 
on, hoping that in time he may acquire a steadier 
footing; and thus he proceeds, half venturing, half 
shrinking, surprised at his own good fortune, and 
wondering at his own temerity. 

THE END. 
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